pegie trotters os 


cat rrmttes ete Sie 
#2 firgeiieeerisr neers 


Soste i Saf haay 
ppoatotag sisstepspessziervnacseiacey 
sioet 2 et = 

e So eeeeeeceeese eee 
eemrcrecPrs pears, SSS ae 
ieSInR Prt RISES epazsracseaavescitnenesestSeiearaeee 
SSS a ee ee te 


Se Sey Ban | seen ow 
eiecmreeel RUMESEIETESaSTEIETES 
pomropisbtac manson bom Bes soieiiesseeeenere 


a one es 

Ssereanpape aoinynsesase ane maaan anee baraemenraeae == 

SS a= 
teeters = Sas 
Seen 


cairns Soe: 
fo Sass SoS Tatea Senn aa es n= eSeses sense 


: ee ae 
Tore! conen weaerar traars ea wewsrne, iniaoss wineivamicatesst eo: en era wena Saas are 
Samoeies =e Pees 
Wet tget est ee renee ae oe eee 
fest + Spssses See: a Saenssesessins Beas sEssia: eens == 
zigeaies = psoeees - grees: HES SS ee 
eskuentiunecesrsnsetscosaieseat =i esl Fe ee ptd = 
pon beeen se nese seas ee ebee eee 


: eibiigisss: 

Reet srsSiiciniesnasine caste tozatgyarss ieee oeiieee 
— aba Seadltsiarn ss inncrarn iomo inet s anaes Si52575. 
Sibigiarstaisssisis tess ies tisisserateteions east 
HSIEH SE ISSA Sees 


Sriprashisrmteieses 


i rer sssss 
Sent peas sysnen sn mamave amen aren wrenawawors 
a Sane ye ermine ns miro a aerate marae 


Sere eae Seapsninssanteesiesemese sees 
ibiuissesssie sipgisyaissses seis i passsainiatsiesas sie Sea eee 


Es prety tse tet 


3 
pene psetanet= ShUnSes 

measeetrscsnsy Eses: 
Brsnesess 


arezere. 
e385 Safty tating ett 
ae: 


esaeey 


S 
=F 
= tots 


aaa Speer rece aes 


saaesonsrayesens 
Ese Soe neeneeaese 


Sera 


tO rh a 8 ow nytt ae 
a Estaacearate cate 
Poi ae eerie 


Pimetsies 
len x ator 
rea 2m FS tansormeias rw 


oe oe art sr ansaeoerss 
siennre weoguersrensnegtaamersgazerns 
Ss Srincase: 
= 


Siscsrsineiossssssesiee 
perpesecs: 


The Audacity of Faith 


The Audacity of Faith 


a Fa 


By ALLAN A. HUNTER 


HARPER & BROTHERS PUBLISHERS ~ 


THE MASTER'S GOLLEGE 
oe pote co POWEL:. LIBRARY 


SANTA CLARITA, 91321 


eee Pegey 


LIBRARY 
LL A. BAPTIST CORLEGE & SEMINARY 
er ee ey ee Pe a “he Sreartif 


10. 


ll. 


CONTENTS 
Ze 
The Audacity of Faith 


Life As a Delivery Room 
Behind the Show Window 
Beyond All Names 

What Does “The Wrath” Mean? 
The Athletic Way 

The Training of Attention 

Some Skills to Remind Us 
“Cells” 

Faith Is No Private Affair 


“Do It First” 


1l 


23 


105 


117 


130 


146 


% 


CHAPTER 1 


ee, 


THE AUDACITY OF FAITH 


THE LONG WIDE EFFORT BY WHICH LIFE HAS BEEN LEADING US 
from change to change is forcing us to make up our minds. Evo- 
lution itself appears to be funneling us all to a narrower and 
narrower place where we have the choice either to see with new 
eyes—or else. If we keep on thinking of the world as predestined 
to continue exactly as it was, we are lost. It is neither predestined to 
continue exactly as it was, nor are we doomed to see it through the 
old unexpectant eyes. ' 

For a long time we have been acting as if the tough moral core 
of things were an illusion, as if reality could be mocked. And 
now the consequences are catching up with us. We have been 
flirting with disaster, totalitarian disaster; well here it is, only 
a few feet away. 

That is not to say it is inevitable. There is nothing in our human 
nature or in our circumstances that compels us to be victims: of 
catastrophe. Are we not human beings, able to face truth, choose 
alternatives and break the deadlock between life and death that 
now confronts us? 

The truth is, we are not push buttons, unless we choose to be. 
We have it in us to desire a better way and to follow through 
on that desire, at whatever cost. The headlines, the short-wave 
counsels of despair, pouring from minds dedicated only to the 
status quo, would have us believe otherwise. But like candid 
cameras, although accurate in exposing some details, they do not 
reveal the whole truth. They rarely report anything but catas- 
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trophe. The propagandists for things as they are do not mention 
one important fact: that it would be a world of crazy magic 
rather than dependable orderliness if, planting thistles, we 
gathered grapes. There would be something dreadfully, basically 
wrong, if we could defy the structure of life systematically, 
frantically—as we have been doing—and get away with it. Some- 
thing, on the other hand, is satisfyingly right if many penetrating 
observers are correct when they say: Make the right adjustment 
to those high-tension wires called moral laws and you will find 
they do not destroy. Primarily the high-tension wires are there 
to transmit energy. Whether for doom or welfare—that’s up to 
you. 

Metanoia is the Greek form of a word Jesus frequently used 
and it is apt to our situation. It means admitting you were headed 
the wrong way and then saying, “Henceforth I aim in the right 
direction.” But the turning, it seems, is not simply once and for 
all. You have to keep repointing yourself again and again toward 
what is right. Metanoia demands a follow-through of training. 
After you get started, it is going to involve more and more of 
your whole being. Certain old assumptions that appeared reason- 
able enough you will leave behind so that more daring, con- 
temporary ones may be proved. 

During the past few years we have been bombarded with the 
opposite idea; that metanoia or a change of direction, is out of 
the question. But life really is bursting with fresh potentialities. 
It is capable of deep reconditioning. And we have no right to 
prejudge it too narrowly in terms of what we think it once was. 

That was the mistake of Nazareth. When Jesus returned after 
an absence in which amazing things had happened to him, all the 
home folks could see was the outgrown picture of a carpenter’s 
son. Instead of recognizing and honoring a prophet now among 
them to transform the world, the townspeople prejudged Jesus 
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with minds fanatically closed. Naturally no miracle could occur 
there. They lacked the prerequisite expectation. One of the 
most unconsciously cruel things we do to people is to look only 
at our conception of what they were, thus shutting out considera- 
tion of what they are becoming. Suppose the only view people 
had of you was when as an infant you were sucking your thumb 
or as an adolescent your teeth stuck ridiculously out. Wouldn’t 
the fatalism of their attitude freeze you? But that, often, is the 
undynamic way we contemplate life. And it won’t do. 

Life has little patience with any of its creatures that too easily 
acquiesce in the dogma that they are finished or inescapably 
trapped. That dogma is not realism. It is sentimentality in one 
of its most deadly forms, as the rabbit fortunately discovered just 
in time. He was only three yards from his most lethal foe and 
was still crawling as in a trance. Doom was on his brain. Fasci- 
nated by the glaring mesmerizing eyes he drew closer and closer 
to those open jaws. And all the while in stupor he chanted to 
himself: “My grandfather was swallowed by a snake, my father 
was swallowed by a snake, I too must be swallowed by a snake.” 

“Nonsense,” said a more objective rabbit, off to one side; “you 
have four strong legs. You have brains. Take a good leap—like 
this,” and over the head of the Menace with a hop, skip and bound 
he vaulted. : 

We who have come this far out of the ooze of a billion years 
ago do not have to be paralyzed by fear. The end is not yet. 

What we face is three levels of living, not two. We almost 
tricked ourselves into believing that Levels One and Two were 
all there could be. That fatalistic self-deceit has to be brought out 
into the open. We must cherish it no longer. It has only been 
blocking our chance to grow. 

But what are these three levels on the choice of which our fate 
so much depends? The first and second are relatively easy to 
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visualize. The conditions, the scope and the value of the third 
level we cannot at all adequately communicate with words, though 
we must try. 

On the first or infantile level, everything still revolves about 
one’s own small individual desire. The glamorous dreams have 
not yet smashed themselves against the hard structure of things. 
Here is eagerness to enter into new experience, to laugh, to 
acquiesce; unquestioning acceptance of the stimulus offered. 
Vitality irresponsibly splashes over. The world is still a picnic 
ground. Yes, thanks, another slice of cake; the icing’s good. All 
right, one more trip on the merry-go-round. 

The second level is a level of protest. Life now is not so sunny. 
Something has obviously gone wrong. Misgivings now take the 
place of complacency. The old reliances don’t seem to be there 
any more. One has to fall back on one’s own strong right arm 
and it had better not be soft. Granted it may wreck the world. 
What else is there to do? This isn’t a recreation center. It looks 
more like a madhouse in which a man must resist the chaos by 
whatever means happen to be within quick grasp. 

Level Three is where the spiritual athletes move, wholehearted, 
lighthearted, reborn, at one with themselves and all of life, 
instantly sensitive, responsive, aware. They are far too mature to 
look at life as either picnic ground or psychopathic ward. Their 
relation to time is different from ours. They seem to be aware in 
a way that we are not, of the unique intersection of the timeless 
with this particular present which is often called “the Eternal 
Now.” 

Their realism is tested. It indicates the direction evolution must 
go and that they are enthusiastically on the way. The goal is too 
good to be believed? Come along and see. You say it is impossible 
to use means that harmonize with instead of defeating the end? 
Let’s try. On the third level, relationships are too precariously 
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vital to be riveted into any machine, into any power plan. Men are 
not made for their programs. The programs are for men. Con- 
scripts of a terrible compassion, they are free as the egocentric 
can never be free. They are free of overanxiety that causes ex- 
haustion, the cynicism that follows frustration. That is not because 
they are unconcerned about evil. Far from underestimating its 
range, they see far more of it than those of the second level do. 
But they see through it into something liberating and lovely 
beyond. On occasion they protest effectively against our defiances 
of goodness but they put more of their energy into making good- 
ness a thinkable and interesting alternative to evil. 

Ask someone far advanced what his level is and the reply may 
be, “I’m only a miserable sinner.” That is not false modesty. It 
is a simple recognition of the contrast between the light with 
which he has fallen in love and his present capacity to be united 
with that light. A second-leveler considers all this sentimental 
and hopelessly vague. Why bother, he would say with a grim 
smile, why bother with a fairy tale invented to keep the simple 
happy on Level One? If there is higher ground than where he 
now fights and if a man can stand on that higher ground, he has 
not yet had any firsthand experience of the fact. 

The first-leveler in contrast sometimes pictures himself as 
already on Level Three, acting with a freedom he has not earned. 
He fools himself into thinking that to be noble, truthful, brave, 
and loving is not so hard if you just put your mind to it. 

None of us in all respects is completely on any particular level 
all the time. With reference to one haunting problem, however, 
most of us at this present moment are on Level Two. 

We are an evil-shocked generation. Belsen . . . Buchenwald.. . 
Dresden . . . Hiroshima . . . death marches . . . concentration 
camps. Where civilization once bloomed we now see slavery, 
repression of civil liberties, children slowly starving, contempt for 
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human life so wholesale and profound that the figures mean almost 
nothing any more. But the future, if we continue down the 
slippery slope, will be worse. “Here lies Iguanodon. He died of 
overspecialization,” is what a biologist would place on the tomb- 
stone of one of evolution’s tragic experiments that got himself 
fossilized several million years ago. That could be the end-result 
of our fling at Utopia. A historian hopes but he is by no means 
certain, that civilized man will escape an even more humiliating 
epitaph, “A God in technology; an ape in life.” During World 
War II a propagandist from the inner fortress of totalitarianism 
across the sea announced that whether his side won or lost from a 
military point of view the totalitarian spirit would at last be pene- 
trating our souls. Is it? Today many a citizen nervously wants 
to know. 

What fascinates and benumbs us is not merely the bad circum- 
stances of our world. It is the perversity possessing human wills. 
Whereas Baudelaire thought that the cleverest trick of the devil 
is to make us think he doesn’t exist, our temptation is to think 
that the devil is about all that does exist. By the word “devil” 
is meant not the familiar figure with the horns and tail but the 
darkness in our own wills. About that darkness we can no longer 
be smug as we used to be on Level One. Our task is not to become 
obsessed with darkness as men sometimes become on Level Two. 

Level Three may seem nebulous, irrelevant and inadequate to 
those on Level Two. Nevertheless, it is there . . . It is as different 
from today’s adolescent cocksureness tailspinning into despair as 
the ambivalence of a fifteen-year-old is different from the carefree 
unself-consciousness of a child. Level Three is where the boldest 
researchers of our species breathe deeply as they respond to the 
whole meaning of life, and where we are to try to be at home. 
But to get to that level of maturity we have first to see how far 
we are from it. Then we have to face the obstructions, the chances, 
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the importance and urgency of climbing as far as we can go. 
What right have we dogmatically to say that the power which 
so amazingly overcomes timidity and egocentricity in the spiritual 
giants can bring nothing startling to pass in us? 

The other day an acquaintance visited an authentic reptile 
tamer at a snake zoo. Before she realized what was taking place, 
there she was alone and vulnerable, standing in the open door 
of the glass cage where two huge king cobras lived. The keeper, 
after taking her into their presence, had absent-mindedly disap- 
peared, without warning, to answer the phone. And now the 
visitor had to cope with the crawling inquisitive peril. Her knees 
began uncontrollably to tremble. The thought that the cobras 
might strike her dead unless she stopped perspiring only set into 
operation the law of reverse effect. In her terror, she was about 
to faint. That would have been fatal. Then to her amazement she 
found herself, shifting attention to a more exhilarating frame of 
reference. 

“Lord,” she silently gasped, “help them not to see how fright- 
ened I am.” With that sense of context she stood her ground till 
the keeper returned. 

We human beings seem to be made for such dilemmas. The 
one that looms before the human species now is more terrifying 
than all the world’s king cobras. The question is, Can we find 
the courage of fear “that has said its prayers” in time? Can we 
put our situation in the right frame of reference without too much 
delay? No longer can we fall back on the astronomer’s reassur- 
ance. “As inhabitants of the earth we are living at the very 
beginning of time.” The fresh glory of the dawn stretching com- 
fortably ahead a million years or more, which Sir James Jeans 
used so rosily to predict, we do not take for granted any more. 

Years before Einstein’s brilliant mathematical formula had 
worked itself out into the atomic bomb which may speed the 
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death of Western civilization, he told a prophetic joke to warn 
us against twittering too fatuously about the marvelous progress 
in applied science. There was a young man, Einstein said, who 
got himself married. The woman was not very attractive. Asked 
whether he was happy with her he replied, “If I wished to speak 
the truth, then I would have to lie.” 

“Men are evolving automatically toward perfectibility.” That’s 
what our soothsayers used to repeat uncritically while still under 
the intoxicating influence of physical power suddenly thrown by 
science into the fumbling hands of men. Just now, suffering the 
effect of the morning after, we are inclined to listen only to the 
devil into whose mouth someone has put these bitter words, 
“Don’t forget that I too am evolving.” 

Depravity seems to have captured us temporarily. Let us admit 
it. The fact remains, we have a jumping chance. We have at least 
as much of a jumping chance as the careless hitchhiker has who 
wakes up to see what has been taking him in. 

“Have a lift?” a pleasant voice calls from behind, “I’m going 
your way.” 

It is a high-powered, smooth-running car. The door opens as 
it draws up beside the hitchhiker. Unthinkingly he jumps in. He 
shouldn’t of course, but he does. Graciously the driver moves 
over and offers the wheel. For a few moments it is thrilling; what 
fun to be in control, how the scenery blurs past. Soon, however, 
it is noticed that the speedometer is mounting and the broad 
highway is not on the level. It is sloping downhill. Then straight 
ahead, a precipice! 

The hitchhiker wrenches at the wheel. It doesn’t turn. The 
owner all along has been secretly steering with an iron grip that 
no ordinary hand can break. He has also been pushing down the 
throttle. 

And now the hitchhiker frantically struggles to kick his foot 
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off the accelerator. It won’t budge. That’s not a foot at all. It’s 
a hoof. The devil taking a naive person for a ride. 

But we have a chance, a jumping chance, to get out of the 
devil’s machine. 

Our law is not that of the jungle. A totally different law cover- 
ing a wider and more human field of experience summons us to 
a new and radical effort. Professor Paul Tillich, reaching into 
the Bible for a clue as to what it is recalls this from Isaiah: “Thus 
says the Lord . . . Behold, I am doing a new thing,” and then he 
adds, “Nothing is so surprising as the rise of the new within 
ourselves. . . . The new is born in us, just when we least believe 
in it. It appears in remote corners of our souls, which we have 
neglected for a long time. It opens up deep levels of our person- 
ality which had been shut out by old decisions and old exclusions. 
It shows a way where there was no way before. . . . Suddenly 
we notice it within us. The new which we sought and longed for 
comes to us in the moment in which we lose hope of ever find- 
ing it.”? 

-It came to men of old. Can it come to men today? Can we 
find and make adjustment to a different kind of law than that 
of self-preservation, a life-transforming law which can be trusted 
to work the moment we start climbing toward Level Three where 
the great experiencers are at home? 

David W. would say yes we can. His findings are worth con- 
sidering. Prison was his laboratory. Loyalty to an alternative 
more dynamic than either appeasement or violence had landed 
him there. In the words of an old Greek he had been trained “to 
stand from fear set free . . . to hold a hand uplifted over hate.” 
And now he was alone with a paranoiac who at any moment 
might reply to his kindness by killing him. The insane man had 


1 Paul Tillich, “Behold I Am Doing a New Thing,” Union Seminary Quar- 
terly Review, May, 1947. 
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been brought in by four policemen who had beaten him unmerci- 
fully with blackjacks, fists and feet. He was obviously dangerous 
as well as disgusting. Nobody wanted to have anything to do 
with him. So David was allowed to take care of the man. He 
took bedding into the cell, washed the floor and the sick man’s 
body, and fed him. 

“When I was there in that locked cell,” David reported later, 
“the poor fellow was pacified; there was certainly nothing won- 
derful in that, since Jesus would have healed him! But it did 
seem a bit wonderful to me that I was without fear, that God’s 
love for me and for the sick man had removed fear from me.” 

Once while cleaning up the cell, David was talking to the insane 
man. The other didn’t answer at all. He just looked intently, not 
seeming to understand anything said to him. At last he blurted 
out, “Don’t I recognize you for Jesus?” 

Life does make incalculably positive replies to outgoing self- 
lessness like that which David permitted to flash through him. 
People everywhere are seeking assurance that there is a Third 
Level where life is outgoing and generous. } 

A few are nearly in despair of making contact with that level 
even though they suspect it may exist. Some are frantically eager 
but not at all sure as to how to proceed. Most are relentlessly 
pursuing substitutes. Money-making, war-making, love-making, 
psyche-manipulating, or laboratory-monkeying. But what, back 
of these things, is it they all so desperately want? To be gripped 
by that which is beyond themselves, to have a glimpse of total 
meaning that includes all lesser meanings. But inner security such 
as David experienced so directly in his cell doesn’t come by chance. 

This that we long for is a gift and it will prove sufficient. But 
the right to receive it has generally to be earned. We have to go 
through preliminary tests before the connection is made. There 
is a wide deep river to cross. The ice is none too thick and it 
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looks quite dark out there. It is dangerous. We may drown. Is that 
so bad though, if we are headed toward what we really think is 
right? 

Our plight, nineteen centuries after Christ, is like that of 
Abraham as many centuries before. As proof of his dedication, it 
came to him that he must cut his own son’s throat on the stone 
altar he had made deep in the wilderness. In the dark of faith 
still incompletely tested, he proceeded with his preparation. Then, 
just in time, through the dark, like a sudden light there broke the 

truth. It was not required of him that he perform the expected 
sacrifice. His son could live. But a stiff precondition had first to 
be fulfilled before the resources were made visible. 

It was not otherwise with the one who more than any other 
gave flesh and blood to the unseen. At the last, Jesus had to face 
the ultimate risks of loyalty to love and truth, and follow through. 
What confronted him was the possible crushing not alone of body 
but of something infinitely more important and that was the 
Cause into whose current he called all men. They chose to stay 
where they were. Even’so, I go: I cannot disobey. 

That is the reply of man at his highest and what is most alive 
and real in the universe validates the reply. But in Gethsemane 
you do not necessarily see the validation. You make no ultimatum, 
‘promising this only if something else is promised in return. You 
do not bargain or demand a guarantee of success. You only offer 
up as much of your willingness as you can. 

This is our ordeal of faith and through it every man must try 
to pass. First, last and always, it requires audacity. 

Does life have a way of endorsing such faith that dares? These 
chapters propose to say Yes, provided the faith fulfills certain 
conditions. Our effort to demonstrate the validity of spirit must 
be intelligent, otherwise, it may become gullible—inviting dis- 
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aster. Level Three is almost the only place where audacious faith . 
is not a threat. What must we do to get there? 

Those persons who' seem to have had the most experience on 
Level Three say we must know ourselves. But how? They also 
say we have to give ourselves over to what is most lasting, trust- 
worthy, and life-giving. Will that protect us from the laws of 
nature? Will unselfishness save our skins? Presumably not. But 
what does it matter if the commitment enable us to be vehicles 
of reality? What basic methods, then, what down-to-earth skills, 
will help us be more focused so that through us reality will have 
the right-of-way? Where does the intimate small group come in? 
Can social action be such an expression of the inner life as to 
promote its growth? What at the last is the acid test of the will 
in us as to give substance to things unseen? 

It is reported that over the door of a “spiritual center” are the 
words WE HAVE ALL THE ANSWERS. This writer makes no such 
claim. Instead, he offers questions to be haunted by, along with 
suggestions for personal experiment. The ones immediately fol- 
lowing have to do with conscience and its ultimate environment. 
In the next chapter we shall wonder out loud what conscience is. 
When and how does it work? What happens when you act on its 
urging? Is there a power out there that answers back? 


CHAPTER 2 


a 


LIFE AS A DELIVERY ROOM 


THIS WORLD SEEMS TO BE NEITHER A PICNIC GROUND AS THE 
innocent think nor a psychopathic ward as the disillusioned of 
Level Two are tempted to assume. It appears rather to be a 
delivery room demanding decision in which souls are to be born; 
' and at any moment a man who has been smug on Level One may 
find himself jolted to Level Two. There he may be cynical or 
fanatical but if he obeys his conscience, really obeys it, he may 
be surprised to discover there is an alternative. 

“Let us rejoice,” says Fénelon, “to learn the hollowness and 
unreality of all that is not God; it is this crucial experience which 
snatches us from self and the world. Let us rejoice, for by such 
travail the new man is born in us.” 

A baby struggling to be free of the womb reaches a crisis 
where he, not the mother, has to do the breathing. To encourage 
_ the lungs to make this radical new adjustment the physician gives 
the baby a severe quick slap. That slap is the baby’s chance. 
Without it there might be no ensuing growth. 

Such a sudden intake of fresh meaning came to two soldiers 
who met in a jungle in World War II. One was an American 
with a bayonet at his back. The other was a Japanese driving the 
American forward to his death. No situation, surely, could be 
more hopeless than this. The American a short while before had 
seen his five mates stabbed and murdered. His turn was next. 
He set his teeth in determination not to let the Japanese behind 
him witness his despair. The Twenty-third Psalm came to his lips. 
Then the Lord’s Prayer, “Thy will be done . . . Forgive us... 
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as we forgive.” Somehow he managed to whistle. Then he heard 
himself singing out loud. It was, “We Gather Together to Ask 
the Lord’s Blessing,” a hymn he had often sung with the young 
people back home at the evening service. He recalled how the 
Church stands for eternal life. He would be dying, any moment 
now. That was not so bad. God was with him. As he sang he 
became more and more relaxed, contagiously relaxed. Perhaps 
that was why, after a moment, the pressure of the bayonet at his 
back was no longer there. 

And now the Japanese was walking beside him. He too was 
singing. When they came to the “Amen” the Japanese said in 
understandable English: “I am always amazed at the sublimity 
of Christian hymns.” 

The American jumped. They both laughed. Then they com- 
pared experiences. The American, years before in a church-school 
project, had helped send a picture to a kindergarten in Japan. 
As a child the Japanese had attended that kindergarten. He re- 
called how he had put flowers in front of the picture from 
America. The two talked as only men in crisis talk, from center 
to center; about the irony of their predicament, about the meaning 
of the Christian community that even war could not break, about 
the great Christian Kagawa and his work in Japan, about the 
power for brotherhood that loyalty to Jesus could release. 

The Japanese asked if they might pray. Together they knelt in 
the mud and offered up their desire. It was simple. It was that the 
world’s suffering might be relieved and that a better way of living 
might come on earth. 

Rising to his feet the Japanese said it was clear to him; he 
would have to give himself up to the other as prisoner. That is 
how he could best serve his Master and his country. On their way 
back to the American lines the Japanese stopped at foxholes and 
explained to fellow soldiers what he had decided to do and why: 
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The little fellowship grew. As they marched they all sang Chris- 
tian hymns. Before arriving in the camp of their “captor,” the 
Japanese soldiers agreed that in their towns and villages, if they 
ever got back, they would work with a new drive at what they 
really believed.t 

Who can explain the mystery of such behavior in this Japanese 
youth and his comrades? 

Always we have to reckon with the fact; in the realm of the 
soul as in the realm of physics: “There are nuclei being split in 
the great and the obscure, the simple and the wise. . . . Wherever 
the nucleus cracks, the chain reactions begin, and no one shall 
tell how deep, or how far the explosions may go.” j 

The crucial reason is conscience. At Level One it is like an 
underactive thyroid gland. What it tragically lacks is stimulus 
and information. At Level Two it is overactive and inflamed. 
Conscience here is a loud confusing noise. The need for metanoia, 
for repentance, for the turning and re-turning to the light is 
acutely felt; it is almost paralyzing. There are too many facts, 
too many arguments pro and con, too much sense of responsibility. 
If, however, a man is on Level Three, conscience is now an edu- 
cated voice that can make itself heard but that does not need to 
shout. 

We don’t quite know what conscience is. Certainly it is not a 
shrill vibration within us like that of bats directing themselves 
by echoes of their own weird cries, a voice urging nothing but 
the lesser of two evils and our own security in contradiction to 
what Christ plainly commands. A bridge-building friend who is 


1 From the scene of action, the American soldier reported this incident in 
a letter to Miss Evelyn M. Scott, Director of Religious Education at St. 
Paul’s Methodist Church, Lynn, Mass. It was published in Fellowship, 
November, 1945. 

2Hermann Hagedorn, The Bomb That Fell on America (Pacific Coast 
Publishing Co.), p. 52. Used by permission. 
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constantly studying what makes things tick attempts this perhaps 
too mechanical description. Conscience, he thinks, is something 
wound up inside you long before you started tinkering with your 
internal processes. You didn’t put it there—it is doubtful if you 
can completely destroy it. You can cover it up with straw and 
dirt. Even so, it is there. Every hour it sounds a warning if you 
bother to pay attention: “Now you're close . . . closer,” or, “You're 
getting cold, colder.” In the sub- or paraconscious mind, like one 
of these new machines that can calculate faster than the cortical 
brain, it is working all the time, summing up all your previous 
experience, analyzing it and presenting in a flash what it all adds 
up to. Act on its intimations and you hear them more clearly the 
next time. Defy them and you become deaf. It will indicate the 
right direction; enough anyway, so that if you follow through, 
you will eventually hit upon the right way. 

It is a much deeper thing than the conditioning of environment, 
which many moderns imagine conscience to be. 

Suppose you’re a head hunter. The mores demand that you go 
on your errand and gain prestige. So does the surface mind. 
Following the conventional rut, you are now stalking your man. 
Then—that noise! It won’t leave you alone. If you obey, there 
will be allegations, shame, possibly death. What of it? The price 
is not the decisive thing. You listen again. Unhesitatingly, you 
make up your mind. Instead of striking down a fellow man you 
hurl all your idealism at an ancient custom. The neighbor may 
not thank you. He may never know it was you through whom he 
had life. No matter; he lives. 

What you hear now is not a nagging. It’s a song in the back 
of your head. It goes on in spite of what the top layer of your 
mind dictates or how much you tense your biceps. Make the right 
adjustment to it and life touched anywhere may spark. That was 
the secret of Gandhi to whom we shall refer several times again. 
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His whole life was an effort to seek for it, to cultivate it not alone 
in himself but also in other men no matter on which side of the 
political fence they might be. Conscience was his unfailing target. 
The thing he demonstrated increasingly until his death was that 
it exists. In every man is this capacity however dormant, to 
respond to the pressure of truth which may not be put across with 
words but which can sometimes be communicated directly from 
deep center to deep center with friendliness that is sincere and 
sincerity that is friendly. Gandhi’s own conscience was unpredict- 
able, as his wife would have testified. Once someone undertook 
to reassure her with reference to it. Gandhi was thinking of going 
on another fast? But that could not be. His body would not stand 
another. He was not yet ready for the supreme sacrifice. Moreover 
he had promised he would not attempt such an ordeal unless 
there was a clear call from God. “God,” said the comforter, “will 
never tell him to go on a fast.” 
“IT know that,” answered Mrs. Gandhi still worried, “but what 
if my husband makes up his mind that God wants him to do so?” 
Gandhi, when the.time for supreme sacrifice did come, failed 
to reach and awaken conscience still sleeping in his murderer. 
But he did this. Before he fell, after being shot, by a sacramental 
gesture of folded hands he said to the one who killed him, “I 
greet with reverence the God within you.” Over the planet there 
was an amazing reply to that forgiving acceptance. In a sense 
Gandhi by his martyrdom quickened in mankind a profound new 
hope. In other countries besides his own, men found themselves 
telling one another with wonder, This world is not so bad as we 
had thought it was and there is still cause for faith if it can 
cradle such sensitiveness, such responsiveness as that which 
poured through India’s great soul. An American poet explained 
. Gandhi’s whole career in five simple words from the Epistle of 
John: “Perfect love casteth out fear.” Obedience to conscience 
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plus a mysterious factor which will be referred to later can bring 
such character. 

But, once again, what is conscience itself? Conscience does not — 
tell us exactly what the Right ultimately is. It simply reminds us 
—if we let it—that there is such a thing-as the Right and it 
urges us to act in harmony with it. To distinguish in a specific 
situation what is right from what is wrong is sometimes so baf- 
fling an achievement that we are tempted to despair of ever being 
sure, especially if there is a deadline at which time the decision 
has to be final. Such a deadline the human race seems now to 
be facing and much is at stake. Are we then helpless? No. We can 
study the relevant facts and then more objectively filter those 
facts through the teachings of Jesus or through whatever supreme 
standards we have. This procedure may not give us a quick answer 
but it points to the direction in which the answer is likely to 
“come.” The great precondition is willingness. We have to be 
ready to give up our self-centered demands. We have to commit 
ourselves to do what eventually, we hope, will be revealed to us 
to do. Otherwise we shall remain in the dark. Would you know — 
the will of God? Renounce your own self-will. That is what 
Gandhi, passing through great darkness, learned. 

When we are struggling with the aid of conscience to find out 
in the midst of some great crisis what is best for us to do, what 
primarily matters is not how. good we are or what the press 
reports may be. The center of reference is the ultimate nature of 
things, especially that nature which Jesus revealed. We may be 
cowards. Our motives may be partly to run away from respon- 
sibility or to express hostility to those who oppose us. But “what 
other people will think” or how inadequate we are is not the 
main question. The main question is whether reality does or does 
not demand the kind of response we are attempting to make. As 
long as we are on Level One or Two our response will probably 
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be marred with egotism in one form or another. That being so, 


people who are not sympathetic with our efforts will criticize us 


and they will have an excuse for doing so. That in no way alters 
the fact that the right is right irrespective of our poor response 
to it and irrespective of what the movies, the newspapers and the 
Joneses or even Uncle Sam may say in derogation of us or of it. 
Before we make up our minds as to what we must do it is well to 
estimate in advance how the public will react. If we don’t and 
it hits back later we will suffer preventable disillusionment. But 
the Gallup poll we must never equate with the will of God. Public 
opinion is only one of the things we have to consider as we set 
out to inform our conscience. 

Can we jump from Level One direct to Level Three, or must 
we first pass through the mistakes and possible cynicism of Level 
Two in order to achieve maturity of conscience? You don’t have 
to be a disenchanted soldier before you become an understanding 
reconciler of men, any more than David had to have Bathsheba’s 
husband killed before he could write a pentitential psalm. But 
don’t fool yourself. You do have to be tested. You do have to 
know what the pressures are which induce normal human beings 


_ to turn in certain situations to violence and all the rest. Another 


thing. What you pass through on Level Two need not be wasted 
experience. It can provide useful insights in your commitment 
to act on Level Three. He who later was named Saint Paul helped 
murder Stephen. Perhaps looking back years later to the time 
when he had been so fanatical, he was able to value with a special 


sense of poignancy the spirit that is “never rude, never selfish,” 


but is “always eager to believe the best, always patient” as he 
sang in the thirteenth chapter of First Corinthians. Similarly, 
anybody who has not been tempted to be a communist in the 
struggle for justice today probably doesn’t have much of a heart 
for the poor. The temptations experienced on Level Two can give 
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us sympathy as nothing else can with harassed fellow seekers 
after truth. 

This world appears to be so constructed in behalf of souls that 
if you practice playing the music immediately in front of you— 
even though it is as infantile as Chopsticks—you will be led on 
to hear better music. Your effort counts. The reason so many 
seemingly conscientious people have closed minds so as not to 
face the better music, is because they aren’t conscientious enough. 
If they were, their minds would gradually open. It is not healthy 
conscience, but pride in what we like to regard as our intellect 
that shuts our minds. 

The important thing is our attitude toward the Eternal Now. 
That is what determines whether we grow or not. The Eternal 
Now comes at us like one tennis ball after another in a match. 
It won’t do to worry too much about having missed that last one 
or whether the game will be won or not. Suppose this shot is going 
over the fence? Here’s another chance. It went into the net? Very 
well, maybe the next ball can be sent back to the right spot on 
the court. We don’t have to wait till we handle our racket per- 
fectly. If we are too eager to make a good showing we probably 
won’t make it. If we can relax between strokes we can improve 
our plays. We have to keep our eyes on the ball. But is that all 
the game is for? No, there is another point. It is to get acquainted 
with the One on the other side of the net who is serving and 
receiving from us. It is to look up now and then into the Father’s 
face. He it is who is placing the hard issues before us we find 
so difficult to handle intelligently. Our job is to make the best 
reply we can, not postponing the effort.till our shots are those 
of experts. We have to make decisions even though we are not 
yet pure in heart enough to see what the right answers completely 
are. 


What is the connection between our conscience that keeps us 
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playing and the inner light which is closer to the ultimate truth 
than conscience is? That is hard to say. The inner light is in all 
men. It is doubtful that any man can utterly annihilate it within 
himself. He can, however, harden his conscience which is one 
medium through which we all are made aware there is an inner 
light. At any rate this is what needs to be emphasized. If we act 
on the promptings of conscience we become more sensitive. If we 
don’t, we deaden our power to reply as persons. We develop 
callousness where automatic repetition takes the place of whole- 
hearted response, where we keep putting on the old record, “I 
didn’t-listen-and-now-it’s-too-late.” 

A dog accustomed to companionship with human beings, caught 
raiding the refrigerator, will droop his tail between his legs. 
That, possibly, is an intimation of conscience. The animal is on 
the threshold of sensing there is a difference between right and 
wrong. But he stops short at that critical point and no effort can 
take him beyond. The dog is unable to push more than his nose 
unto the house of many mansions where there is the profound 
sense of guilt, repentance, forgiveness, a new way deliberately 
undertaken and stuck to. We human beings have the run of the 
house. The dog lacks the self-consciousness it takes to sin. He 
has to stay at a subhuman level which ultimately is completely 
different from the three levels offered us. The moment we set out 
to express ourselves as if we were animals we miserably fail. We 
can’t act “like a beast.”” We can only act infinitely worse or go 
incredibly lower. If they could understand how degraded we can 
become, our hairy friends would hang their heads in bitter shame. 

But right here is our hope. Our power to choose the wrong 
direction is a token of our equally undeniable human power to 
_ swing around to the right direction and practice metanoia. As no 
animal can, you and I may repent. That capacity, that gift, is 
the growing edge of evolution. 
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You can never predict just where repentance through self- 
awakening will assert itself or in whom. Nor can you measure 
how potent or penetrating the effect will be. The ultimate results 
of good released through conscience, listened to and answered, no 
electron microscope or radar can detect. They are visible only 
to God. 

Take the case of the young German marine of whom a soldier 
friend tells. The young German like the other marines guarding 
the American “devil flyers” in the box car was nervous. He was 
on his side of the barbed wire, rifle ready. Jeff was on the other. 
It was an exhausting trip from the old prison camp in Germany 
to the new one in Pomerania, with too little food, water and sleep. | 

Gradually the situation became less tense. 

“Open my kit bag there under the machine gun and you'll find 
cigarettes.” Supplemented with many gesticulations the idea at 
last got through. Soon the Jerries and their prisoners were smok- 
ing and laughing together. One marine, to show how he felt, stuck 
the butt of a cigarette into the muzzle of his gun. A can opener 
was passed around and the handcuffs were broken loose. The 
Americans could now talk their sign language more fluently. 

At the terminal station, a Nazi captain met them. American 
bombs, it seemed, had killed all of his family. Obviously he had 
a mania to punish prisoners. 

“The camp,” he shouted, “is seventeen miles away. You'll have 
to run. Any American that falls will be bayoneted.” 

The American soldier, dog-trotting awkwardly with his wrists 
now chained together, again wiped his face. The sweat was mixed 
with blood. He saw men falling. He also saw the guards who had 
been fraternizing in his box car, trying to use their bayonets less 
violently than ordered by their captain. Close to his ear he heard 
someone whispering with a German accent, “Not far, not far.” 


3 Eyewitness account as given to the writer. 
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More than once he felt hands helping him stay on his feet when 
the officer was not looking. Somebody immediately ahead lost his 
- balance. 

“Bayonet that man,” shouted the captain at the young guard 
closest to the American. The marine so ordered drew himself to 
attention, his rifle at his side. Had he not heard? 

“Bayonet that man,” and this time the captain screamed. 

The marine was motionless. In a frenzy of rage the captain 
hit him on one side of the head, then on the other, again and again. 

The marine’s arms and his deep will moved with the suddenness 
of decision. The action was free, no longer routine. Whipping the 
bayonet out of his rifle he thrust it into the scabbard at his belt. 
Without a word he stood, looking straight into the captain’s eyes. 

“He knew what he was doing,” said the American who saw a 
mate saved from stabbing, “and he probably paid with his life.” 

What we see in that young German’s audacity is our potenti- 
ality; man as Man breaking lose from “repetitive mechanism.” 
Up to this critical point his reactions have been regimented. His 
not to reason why. The doctrine has been drilled into his reflexes 
that everyone in his situation is a helpless victim of fate and 
there’s nothing a push button can do about it. Now everything 
is different. He is unpredictable, voluntary spirit, acting spon- 
taneously from his true center. He is what man essentially is: 
the power to choose, the capacity to be free. There are certain 
things he is not willing to do any more. He has been bullied by 
external forces long enough. The real at last is asserting itself. 

At his feet he draws a line. By it he is declaring his sense of 
ultimate responsibility. Beyond that line, nothing under heaven 
can compel him to go. It-can’t-be-helped has lost command. In 
his inner citadel “Ought” has taken over. A new scale of values 
holds the field. 


Don’t ever think that such affirmation goes to waste. It is recog- 
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nized by a cloud of witnesses. Out of their midst one can almost 
hear the appreciative word of Robert Louis Stevenson: 

“But although all the world ranged themselves on one line to 
tell you ‘This is wrong,’ be your own faithful vassal, throw down 
the glove and answer ‘This is right.’ Do you think that you are 
only declaring yourself? Perhaps in some dim way, like a child 
who delivers a message not fully understood you are opening wide 
the straits of prejudice and preparing mankind for some truer 
and more spiritual grasp of truth; perhaps as you stand forth 
for your own judgment, you are covering a thousand weak ones 
with your body; perhaps by this declaration alone, you have 
avoided the guilt of false witness against humanity and little ones 
unborn.” 

What is this force that has so unexpectedly entered the young 
German’s will? It is always at work upon personality just as 
sunlight presses upon a February oak until what seemed only 
dead insensitive bark silently opens to let new life break through. 
Once an eighteen-year-old Frenchman, an ex-soldier quite possibly 
crippled in the Thirty Years’ War, looked with wonder at such a 
tree. Soon, he brooded, the tide of spring would be flooding 
through the branches which winter had stripped bare. The vision 
worked an irrevocable change in him. Then and there he jumped 
to a new center of allegiance. “Considering that within a little 
time the leaves would be renewed, and after that the flowers and 
fruit appear, he received a high view of the Providence and 
Power of God which . . . set him perfectly loose from the world.” 
Brother Lawrence, the barefoot saint of a Paris kitchen, did not 
use the word “Grace.” But it was nothing less. 

The response from the human side is important. But so is “the 
synthesis of God’s love, energy and will” which the Belgian 
Ruysbroeck of an earlier century believed pours always through 
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the universe and perpetually beats upon the soul. If the word 
_ “Grace” is too closely associated with childhood hymns, with 
smug and sanguinary implications, then fall back on the phrase 
“energy of the spirit.” Whatever the name it does not do violence 
to human wills. Neither does it break natural law. Rather, it 
fulfills spiritual law, bringing out potentialities of the interior 
life which hitherto have been repressed by anxiety, lust, or the 
desire for revenge. The poison of the past is removed. Drives that 
were destructive are now redirected toward socially benign ends. 
Situations that were diseased are healed. Minds are rescued from 
going crazily round and round. 

To the circular thinking that fatuously repeats: “Since we did 
“what we did we can’t avoid doing it again,” Grace, or energy of 
the spirit, brings this reassurance: “Of course God is not suc- 
cessfully defied and what you have sown you also reap. But if 
you co-operate now, and you can begin, if you shift your desire 
from darkness toward light—from this moment on you will have 
not guilt but compassion, not bitterness but trust. The harm that 
was done will be given a redemptive twist so that good may 
come.” This is not just a morale arousing promise. It is pressure 
- from Level Three. Grace is always offering a fresh alternative. 
~ It does not bring back to life those we have killed. It does insert 
into life, transforming resurgent power. It can be counted on 
“from a beyond that is within” to bombard us all the time like 
the particles and waves from the sun that keep the fires on this 
planet unfailingly ablaze. 
_ Will sufficient numbers of the human race turn toward this 
_ irradiation soon enough to avert the impending doom? It is pos- 
"sible. We are made for the light. “Give me ten truly detached 
men,” declared Philip Neri, “and with them I will convert the 
world.” The statistics you and I may question. Not the urgency, 
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however, of becoming new persons ourselves. We don’t have to 
wait till the two billions on this planet reach and live up to the 
light themselves: or until we conspicuously do. Right where we 
are, as we are, in the unique intersection of the timeless with this 
particular present, we can take the initiative. 


CHAPTER 3 


—Z<e~ 


BEHIND THE SHOW WINDOW 


WHERE IS THIS REALITY THAT CAN MAKE US NEW? THAT WE ARE 
to seek and join? Inside—look for it, inside. Upon that, the 
supreme adventurers of the human race are one. 

Here, inside, is where the trouble between power blocs has its 
source, the clash of flag versus flag, skin versus skin, owners 
versus dispossessed, cosmic theory: versus cosmic theory, men 
versus women. More than we like to admit, the present external 
chaos that may lead to irrevocable social catastrophe is the 
projection onto the outside world of unacknowledged. conflicts 
within you and me. Because our own impulses are not at peace 
we make war upon our neighbor. Because of unresolved guilt in 
our heart we make a scapegoat of any individual, any group in 
sight. If you yourself have a certain weakness aren’t you tempted 
to become righteously indignant when you imagine you see that 
same weakness in another? 

There has to be a change deep inside if we are to stop scattering 
in society and among all human relationships the evil that we 
secrete within us. The change has to be in our desires, our inmost 
desires: our deep wills. Speeding up the activity of the surface 
mind and its production of gadgets, won’t save us. 

The “controls” we now have over physical forces have to be 
put under a superior control—or else. 

Consider the desire to get from place to place. It started out 
innocently enough. First we hit upon the wheel. The resulting 
ox-cart—for how many thousands of years?—seemed to be the 
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climax of mechanical sophistication. Then the one-lunger gasoline 
wagon at a less leisurely pace expanding into the eight-cylinder 
car; and before we could catch our breath, vehicles jet-propelled. 
Vehicles of what? For what? At present we don’t know where 
we're going. So we step on the gas. Too slow! Faster! Evidently 
we're in a very great hurry to be at somebody’s funeral. It won’t 
be that of the planet or the protoplasm, some scientists reassure us. 
No. But it may be prematurely our own. That brilliant capacity 
of ours, to annihilate distance and ourselves, is becoming an 
embarrassment. Once men dreamed of splitting the atom. Today 
the dream is a nightmare that is splitting our psyches. Our em- 
pires are a matter now of terror not of pride. High pressure and 
organization have inflated them into fragile giant soap bubbles, 
iridescent and irresponsible, jauntily drifting toward collision 
and mutual obliteration. 

If we are not to destroy ourselves, therefore, we would better 
start knowing ourselves, through and through. That means facing 
more honestly the questions, “Who am I?” and, “Who art thou?” 

The task has its rewards. You are to be congratulated, said © 
Jesus in effect, if your entire life is transparent, free of anxiety, 
vindictiveness and lust. Become clear, crystal clear. Then you 
will see. 

This sounds easy? Try it. Soon you will be admitting that to 
know yourself deeply has started you on an errand, perhaps the 
most difficult and worth-while errand in the world. 

The person or being to be explored is not simple. You will 
find it is three, not one. As there are three levels of living, so 
there are three aspects of being, or if you like, three selves. Up 
to a point each self can be related to the corresponding level of 
living. But the analogy need not be carried too far. 

To pass into the third level self is a test not so much of wit 
as of character. What confronts us, even more than an intelligence 
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test, is an integrity test—involving our capacity to trust as a 
whole, a total personality test. And this “comprehensive” goes on 
all our life. 

The first level self we can call the show-window self. It 
smilingly conceals the tunnel that we are about to enter. It is the 
self that on Sundays looks very, very good, plausibly washed and 
starched. Unless some earthquake experience has smashed it we 
are still in many of our relationships hiding behind this front, 
putting between ourselves and reality a lot of wax figures or 
self-justifications. The simplest way to sell a product is to relate 
it-to man’s abiding anxiety to sell himself. A few years ago the 
magazines ran this advertisement. “One of the nicest satisfactions 
of traveling in a car with body by ———— is the calm satisfaction 
you have of being approved on arrival. You are ready for admira- 
tion.” More recently, costly advertising space has been devoted 
to the social adequacy of a beauty balm more or less guaranteed 
to give the buyer a “skin clear and translucent” (the skin, not 
the spirit) making it possible to “face the world: with confidence.” 

This day-dreaming, four-flushing self is heroic and noticeably 
self-sacrificing—in reverie. Attractive young ladies are saved 
from drowning or being run over at obvious risk to ourselves. 
But, as Logan Pearsall Smith ruthlessly adds in All Trivia, our 
valor generally manages to associate itself with flashy cars, im- 
_ pressive dinner parties and “the Big-Up ones of this earth.” 

Face-saving is a “universal” of human nature. In one culture, 
approval can be won by cutting the stomach open with ritualistic 
strokes. In another, personal glory is a matter of scalps you carry 
on your belt. America’s fetish seems to be what Veblen called 
“ostentatious display.” Behold our armadas on every sea. The 
purpose? “To make the planet secure.” Might not one of the 
reasons, however, be collective vanity? Four hundred years ago 
Sir Thomas More declared, “When I see all the commonwealths 
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that be nowadays, so help me, I can see nothing but a conspiracy 
of rich men procuring their own commodities under the name 
commonwealth.” 

The show-window self wants to appear rather than be morally 
superior. Saint Francis of Assisi was so determined not to make 
this mistake that he once wore on the outside of his coat a piece 
of fox skin. He could have kept himself warm with the fur con- 
cealed and the little trick would have offended nobody. But 
Francis’ passion was to be free of pretense. With the same bold 
sincerity, Gandhi refused, except while eating, to wear false teeth 
—lest he give the impression of being younger than he actually 
was. A near-saint in China who has successfully identified himself 
with the poor there, believes that the motto of most people is, 
“Let’s be respectable or die.” “I’d rather die,” he says. 

The spiritually mature do not try to save their own faces though 
they are charitable about other people’s. Their “front” they take 
as a joke. If they catch themselves posing they laugh at the 
absurdity. It will save us a lot of strain and needless waste of 
energy if we can train ourselves to do the same. 

Suppose we leave the show window and make the effort to go 
behind it to the self that is on Level Two. It will be a shocking 
experience. In the long run, however, objectivity will prove to be 
less fatiguing than hypocrisy. Perhaps Canon B. H. Streeter was 
right: “Salvation dawns when we begin to find ourselves out.” 
It is good for us to see with our own eyes how two-faced, 
ambivalent, sadistic and false we really are. 

No one wants to go back there to deal with the wild beasts 
singlehanded. It is dangerous. Small wonder that people will 
resort to anything rather than be alone. They will wear themselves 
out “doing good,” they will rush around the earth a dozen times 
in the interests of good causes. But deliberately to stop time and 
tackle what is in themselves—that’s too terrifying, too disillu- 
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sioning. The tour within us has to be attempted none the less. 
Here is one way to proceed. 

Take some time every day: for several days, for a few years if 
necessary. Do some research all by yourself with a flashlight 
away back there within the dark corridors of the self. What do 
you find? Everywhere, filth of habit that the ego was too smart 
to let you examine before. Spiders that sting reputations. Rattle- 
snakes that strike in the dark. Snails of inertia all over the place. 
The feet slither over creatures that those regarding the plate- 
glass front before the inside expedition began, never could sus- 
pect. Neither did you. Look at the chameleon always taking on 
the color of its surroundings as if survival were the absolute law. 
The squeaks? Our old friends, the bats, guiding themselves by 
reverberations from their own self-pitying cries. Over there in 
that side cavern turkey buzzards are roosting. They gorge them- 
selves on the misfortune of others; La Rochefoucauld spoke the 
truth: there is something in the ill luck of even our best friends 
that is not altogether displeasing to us. That, over there, must be 
a braying donkey. And now we come to the ants. What tech- 
nology! And to what end? To the end that each gray ant with 
every motion of his feelers and legs offers homage to the one 
little totalitarianism, no matter what happens to all the other 
anthills of the world. Those two big gleaming eyes—the leopard 
of lust. John Keats, the poet, romanticized once about the ease 
with which the leopard could be driven away or tamed. One 
moment’s passing thought, he said, is passion’s passing bell. Oh 
no, it isn’t. The glandular drive that values personality less than 
its own gratification requires more drastic treatment than a pass- 
ing thought. If you don’t believe it do some research into what 
happens to sex standards when war shatters the taboos. Philip 
Neri, the sixteenth-century saint, was no doubt too austere. Stand 
up and fight all other temptations, he counseled, but when this 
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particular beast comes your way, run young man, run in the 
other direction with all your might. He at least knew that the 
thing today which helps to put Hollywood across in India, Africa, 
China and Japan as well as in the so-called civilized West is deep 
and violent throughout human nature. 

Those gliding shadows off in the cavern to the right are wolves 
and they’re bolder than you thought. They are the wolves of greed. 
You had heard of five thousand directors running the two hundred 
and fifty corporations that own two-thirds of the manufacturing 
facilities of the United States and you had disapproved. Well, 
here is the same spirit lurking in you. Watch how it shows its 
fangs when your real estate values are threatened by a non- 
Caucasian family moving to a house within your block. 

And now comes the lion, always insisting that one is really 
something special and unique. Here is will to power irrespective 
of material gain. Power corrupts? But I’m incorruptible! It will 
stop at no lie or savagery to gain its end. Take a good look. This 
is an elemental impulse making for war and disintegration that 
cares not a swish of its tail for democracy, justice or God though 
it loves to roar these words impressively. The real trouble with 
such false pride is that it is false. 

You had thought it was found only in such conspicuous places 
as Washington, Moscow or Rome? Arrogance prowls back of 
your facade. It may not burn neighbors at the stake because their - 
consciences won’t let them accept your religious dogma. But it 
can be shockingly cruel to those who question your economic 
superstitions. 

Perhaps, however, the rabbit in us crawling abjectly toward the 
snake is the most treacherous member of the whole menagerie. 
What in human life is more fatal than fear? Are not we of the 
nations becoming more and more hypnotized by such fear? Fear 
of what some great vague unknown mass labeled “The Enemy” 
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will do to us unless we put our ultimate reliance on methods that 
deny our humanity. Fear of lowering our standard of living. Fear 
of not being socially approved. Fear of going insane. Fear of 
failure. The negative images are overpowering us. 

Before we began this exploration we had only been dreaming 
“with our eyes open.” Now that we are less ignorant about our- 
selves our temptation is to rejoice in iniquity, and quit in despair. 
A voice, the voice of the second level cave-self, reiterates mad- 
deningly: “Thought you’d be a saint, eh? But you’re not the 
stuff saints are made of and you never will be. Look at your 
history. You’ve never been anything but a fourflusher and a 
coward. All this straining after holiness only smells to heaven 
without getting you there. You’d better go back to where you 
started from.” 

But that, to repeat, is not the real self speaking. It is only the 
darkness within. The confusion, the resentment, the dishearten- 
ment, the pride of being more disgusted with self than anybody 
else can be, the fear of fear—there’s nothing to do but accept 
responsibility for it all. Then offer the whole mess up to God. 
We are not in a cave with a lot of dead-end side caverns. That is 
a disintegrating illusion that now has to be given up once and for 
all. We are in a tunnel. The real self we are seeking is so far 
back within the tunnel that we probably won’t reach it if we 
depend alone on our own efforts with pick and shovel. We may 
have no exhilaration at the job, no adrenalin in our blood, no 
sense of relish any more. That is to test our faith. Will we or 
will we not keep digging away toward where we think the light 
may be? 

If the devil—the darkness in our wills—can persuade us to 
stop our investigation at this point, then we are lost indeed. It 
is not enough to see through “his” first device which is to dupe 
us into believing we are merely the pretty plate glass and wax 
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figures at the entrance to the tunnel that looks like a cave. Nor 
have we the right to be unwary about the second device which 
is to delude us into thinking that the menagerie and the blockages 
are all there is of us. That is precisely our besetting temptation 
but we have to overcome it. We have had a glimpse of concentra- 
tion camps and the lethal use of atomic energy “to save the 
integrity of Aryan blood” or “half a million Americans who 
otherwise would have died,”—to mention only a few of the dark 
potentialities within us—and we are shocked with our discovery 
of evil within, shocked into thinking there is nothing else. First, 
we innocently imagined there was no devil; now, the spell partly 
broken, we run the risk of fatalistically assuming there is nothing 
but darkness in our wills and in the world. First, we naively 
thought we weren’t sinning. Now we find it hard to see ourselves 
doing anything but sin. 

The egotism back of that despair we have to recognize as 
egotism. It is a phase, not the whole of us. It may well be that 
we have to have a full-fledged ego before we have anything worth 
throwing away. Even so, the weakness now being exposed does 
not deserve all of our attention. To dwell on it too long is dan- 
gerous. “Sometimes you merely use it as a feeble excuse for not 
doing your duty, for shirking a responsibility, or for continuing 
to be a coward in the face of temptation. Take these words to 
heart, “Go in this thy might!’ Accept them as a promise from 
God to supply your wants, and an invitation He gives to put your 
trust in Him.” That was the solution Philippe Vernier found while 
spending nineteen months in a French prison, “in solitary,” 
because his conscience would not let him-train to kill fellow men. 
While there he experienced an overwhelming sense not only of 
compassion but of joy soaring up from the bottom of his heart 
like a lark. The findings of Vernier are not sentimental. They have 
been tried out on a stiff proving ground: 
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“Do not expect to see very clearly to start with; you must go 
on towards the light. Have sufficient courage to do this little act 
of faith or reparation, the necessity for which you realize. Take 
that step. Do that act. You will be astonished to find that the 
effort you have made, instead of exhausting your energy, has 
doubled it, and that you can already see more clearly what you 
must do next. The great secret you see is not to think of yourself, 
your courage or your despair, your strength or your weakness, 
but of Him for Whom you are working.””? 

The One for whom you are working is a Presence to be recog- 
nized far, far back within the tunnel. A top-flight researcher of 
another and probably more experienced generation wrote books 
attempting to systematize man’s thinking about this presence we 
call God. Then one day the eyes of Thomas Aquinas were mar- 
velously opened. What he saw so overwhelmed and humbled him 
that words, explanations, arguments, systems of thought from 
that moment seemed beside the point. He never wrote treatises 
again. We cannot say, “Go to now, we'll catalogue and neatly 
file this thing.” We are up against the fact of facts which is also 
the mystery of mysteries. 

What then is it toward which we sweat and fumble our way? 
“A spirit too close to truth to have a name.” Yet names are given; 
signals urging us to continue seeking and shoveling, as if the 
blisters were nothing and wonder were all. Eckhart speaks of the 
spark, the funkelin, the innermost reality inside us. Others refer 
to the ground, the abyss, the apex of the soul, the sovereign point, 
our potential self, the unlost divine factor, the image of God 
within us. George Fox trembles before he speaks to the listening 
assembly because “the inner light” flashes and overawes him. 

1See his books of meditations, With the Master, and also Not As the 
World Giveth, along with the biographical introduction by the translator, 


Edith Lovejoy Pierce, in the second book (Fellowship Publications, 1942 
and 1948). 
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Many seekers in India use the phrase, “That art thou,” to suggest 
their sense perhaps of self-identification with all meaning. Saint 
Paul puts it more simply: “the Christ within” is the goal. 

The athletes of the search cannot communicate to us what 
obviously is incommunicable. What proof is there then that it is 
not just illusion they would have us pursue? 

There is no adequate mathematical proof, no matter what 
mathematicians say on one side of the debate or the other. The 
arena where this ordeal of faith is suffered is not so much in the 
intellect as in the deep will where the actual decisions are made 
like white corpuscles in the marrow of the bones. If, as one friend 
used to do, you want to think that there is not total significance 
to life, you can argue plausibly. One of the points that weighed 
heavily with him was the indisputable fact that the total signifi- 
cance in question cannot be measured. It cannot be weighed. It 
cannot be chalked up on the blackboard with an obvious Q E D 
as climax. That alibi satisfied him, for a while. Then he felt the 
structure of the sharp edge of life and the wounds shocked him 
into further research. Conscientiously applying his hypothesis 
of atheism he began slowly to suspect that the real reason was 
not the intellectual surface logic he had been proclaiming bril- 
liantly. The real reason was his craving to be irresponsible. If 
there were no final importance, if life were full of sound and 
fury signifying nothing, he could do what he liked, politically 
and sexually. He could be careless about the Means since there 
was no End; nobody ultimate to whom to report. No one to care. 
That sanction for not living at the maximum he sees through. 
And now he knows that only Meaning matters. He understands 
at last that poor vision is intimately related to the deep will or as 
Elinor Lennen puts it: 


. complacency blinds choice 
Your indecision may itself decide. 
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Doubt is not necessarily an enemy. It can be a matter of grow- 
ing pains, “faith fretting at its outworn forms,” the call to leave 
infantile notions behind and go through adolescent questionings 
so that adult realization can arrive. As long, however, as we are 
fighting for our lives within the darkness of the ego we are entitled 
to logical reasons for the faith we so desperately seek, the faith 
that can become audacity pushing on to the end. The saints don’t 
need the logical reasons. The wavering candidate for wholeness 
sometimes does. 

The first point probably that has to be faced is personality and 
its implications. It is not what J. B. S. Haldane used to speak of 
as “the central fact of the universe,” but it points toward the 
center, the total meaning. We do not have to say with one of our 
American interpreters of religion that science demonstrates the 
triumph of personality. That’s too facile. The human race, thanks 
to technological “progress,” may skid off the next hairpin turn 
on our difficult uphill road. Just the same, personality cannot be 
sneered out of court. The human race will persist on the planet 
a while longer—that is one inhabitant’s guess—not because of 
any automatic upward compulsion but because something tre- 
mendous in significance and power is secretly at work on a scale 
that staggers human thought. Consider evolution. Isn’t evolution 
the womb of the universe struggling to produce not merely more 
and more life but personality itself, i.e., life that can commune 
with its Creator? Again, consider history. There we sense what 
takes place when personality is counted cheap. Again, and most of 
all, in Jesus and men of high devotion to what is right we see 
what can happen when personality is valued at its true worth. 
The effort of mind on this planet to gain the mastery over matter, 
shining vaguely through evolution and less dimly through history 
and more plainly through the great spiritual researchers—this 
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travail, this bringing forth of value at great cost suggests personal 
purpose with which we can integrate ourselves. 

But such converging evidence is not decisive. The decisive thing 
is what we ourselves do in response to the desire within us to 
keep on tunneling. That desire is itself sufficient demonstration or, 
if you like, inkling of what we are after. The hypothesis toward 
which it and “the evidence” point is nothing unless put to a 
practical test in our own lives. 

The test, the ordeal of faith, will take oeceaiee we have. 
There are no shortcuts, no special privileges—not for Jesus and 
not for you and me. “Ah Lord God,” cries the author of The 
Imitation of Christ, “when shall I be fully united with Thee and 
absorbed by Thee and altogether forgetful of myself?” We too 
may bitterly wonder if we ever will break through. 

Years or months of digging bring us to final helplessness. 
Feeling our way through the darkness we come to what at first 
seems only a blank wall. We knock. No response. Once more and 
again—no response. In agony we wonder whether there ever will 
be. Our torch batteries are nearly exhausted. Out of breath we 
grope. At last we touch a lock. But where is the key? Then we 
remember. All along in a forgotten pocket we have been absent- 
mindedly carrying it. The key is inserted and nothing happens. 
We try frantically again; the lock does not yield. And now we 
begin to understand. No mere human effort can do the trick. The 
key has to be turned from the other side. Desperately we push it 
under the door and wait. 

To our surprise, the door opens. We have broken through and 
are out of the suffocating gloom. The air is alive. The heights off 
there with the snow, the clean pulsing sky, that listening robin 
and this young grass are not alien. We have come to our real 
self. This is where we belong. The freedom, the realization may 
not last long. Soon enough, our own slackness and the world’s 
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suction will be pulling us back into the accustomed selfishness 
and division. At this moment, however, the me, my, mine are 
behind and out of sight. It is natural now to say and mean what 
Jesus brought to light, “The kingdom of heaven is within,” and 
what a follower with amazing release of energy discovered, “I 
live, yet not I; it is Christ that liveth in me.” The ego has lost its 
mesmeric power. The “I” for the time being has become inclusive, 
not competitive. The lesser selves are surpassed; they no longer 
torment or seduce. We are experiencing for ourselves, a little, 
what we came to this earth to find. At least during this burning 
experience of it, the “sacrament of the present moment” makes 
sense. 

At last, at the other end of the tunnel, we have contact, if only 
for an instant, with Level Three. 


CHAPTER 4 


ee a 
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WHAT CARRIES US THROUGH TO THE LUMINOUS CENTER WHERE 
the real self is directly encountered? It is not our own momentum. 
It is something from beyond the show-window self of Level One 
and the tunnel self of Level Two, that we cannot clearly articulate 
but that charges us with extra, undeserved energy. God alone, 
says Jean Nicholas Grou, can lead us to this center, “we cannot 
win it for ourselves, nor can the wisest guide win it for us.” Of 
course he is talking about a quality of awareness and being, very 
far advanced; but we can have intimations of it, if we persist in 
our search. 

The unknown writer of the Theologia Germanica thinks of this 
quality not as entering the soul from outside; “it is there already, 
only it is unperceived.” Rufus Jones quotes Eckhart as saying 
that “God is in the soul and yet He is not the soul, i.e., He is 
infinitely more than the soul.” Nevertheless this light, this divine 
ground, has a terrible autonomy and importance of its own; it is 
“one with the Godhead and would remain unlost even if the soul 
were in hell.” 

William Law of the eighteenth century in The Way of Salvation 
refers to this potentiality of heightened consciousness and char- 
acter with a confidence that comes from firsthand experience. His 
life gave him the right to speak with enthusiasm. 

“God,” he writes, “is one, human nature is one, salvation is 
one and the way to it is one and that is the desire of the soul 


1The Hidden Life of the Soul, (Longmans, Green). 
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turned to God. . . . Through this desire the poor prodigal son 
leaveth his herds and swine and hasteneth to his Father; it is — 
because of this desire that the Father seeks the son while yet afar 
off, that He runs out to meet him, falleth on his neck and kisseth 
him. . . . No sooner is desire arisen and in motion toward God 
but the operation of God’s spirit answers to it, cherishes and 
welcomes its first beginning, signified by the Father seeing and 
having compassion on his son whilst afar off, that is, in the first 
beginnings of his desire. . . . The soul is shut out of God and im- 
prisoned in its own dark workings of flesh and blood, merely and 
solely because it desires to live to the vanity of the world. This 
desire is its darkness, its death, its imprisonment and separation 
from God. When therefore the first spark of a desire after God 
arises in thy soul, cherish it with all thy care, give all thy heart 
into it; it is nothing less than a touch of the divine lodestone that 
is to draw thee out of the vanity of time into the riches of eternity. 
Get up therefore and follow it gladly as the wise men of the East 
followed the star from heaven that appeared to them. It will do 
for thee as the star did for them; it will lead thee to the birth of 
Jesus in the dark center of thine own fallen soul.” 


In our hearts we would all perhaps like to make this break- 
through. But somehow the deepest desire in us gets short-circuited. 
Frustrated, we pretend it is enough to “improve” our means to 
“unimproved ends.” But the misdirected busyness does not satisfy. 
We still want to be saints. 

To be a saint is not to be “mean and selfish.” It is the opposite 
of the popular caricature. You don’t put on a stained-glass window 
look and crush your humanity (and that of your neighbor) in a 
strait jacket of stiff conventional piety. You live in a sort of 
abandonment, and the reason is you have discovered how generous 
life can be. You don’t any more have to wish-think your existence 
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away in the vague land of bye-and-bye or kick yourself because 
of what you once foolishly did. You dwell in the present, realizing 
it is all you have and all you need. A successful novelist recently 
declared that a real saint is the best material in the world for a 
story.2 The goodness in him is always spontaneous and unpredict- 
able. At any moment he may upset the applecart. 

The goodness that is in the saint is not necessarily all-pervasive. 
There can be dark spots in his nature that never become illumi- 
nated while he is on this earth. Saint Bernard, for example, had 
the marvelous experience from time to time of being filled or 
nearly filled with nothing less than the same power and wisdom as 
that which flooded the will of Jesus. Did that save him from 
urging fellow men to murder fellow men? Not at all. The hands 
of Saint Bernard dripped with the blood of Saracens who died 
in Palestine defending their land against invaders the good man 
eloquently preached into a fanatical crusade. On one occasion 
Bernard’s blind spot was so large and unchallenged that he called 
the fatigues of war “penances” imposed by God himself: “Hasten 
then to expiate your sins by victories over the infidels. . . . Cursed 
be he who does not stain his sword with blood.” 

The darkness that is in those on Levels One and Two is 
probably never total, either. With reference to international 
relations you may be higher than Saint Bernard but two levels 
below him when it comes to disciplining the body. You may be 
infantile in your addiction to chocolate bars but adolescent in 
your attitude toward organized labor. We only fool ourselves if 
we think we are all of a piece on either Level One, Two or Three. 

The pilgrimage through “face” and darkness within, to the 
inner light and the firsthand, direct apprehension of the Spirit 
cannot be exactly charted. There is no blueprint for such an 


2 At last we have such a novel, Alan Paton Cry, The Beloved Country 
(Scribner’s, 1948). 
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experience. The young German marine whom we saw in a flash 
coming to himself is no doubt an extraordinary case, and so is 
the American soldier along with the Japanese who surrendered 
to him. Just the same, self-discovery may be closer for you and 
me than we suspect. We never know when we are about to arrive. 
Sometimes, perhaps generally, it is when we expect it least, when 
things are darkest, that we break through. 

The fountain of creativity which an ancient Chinese urged all 
men to seek within themselves, Rabindranath Tagore of India 
stumbled on while entirely off guard. It was morning and he was 
standing on the veranda overlooking a mean city street watching 
the sun slowly rising. “Suddenly in a moment a veil seemed to 
be lifted from my eyes. I found: the world wrapt in an inex- 
pressible glory with its waves of joy and beauty bursting and 
breaking on all sides. The thin shroud of sorrow that lay on my 
heart in many folds was pierced through and through by the 
light of the world, which was everywhere radiant. . . . I watched 
the coolies as they tramped down the road. Their movement, 
their forms, their countenances seemed to be strangely wonderful 
to me, as if they were all moving like waves in the great ocean 
of the world. . . . Movements of the body of all humanity.” The 
vision continued seven or eight days. Under its impulse poetry 
began to burst through from layers of being he had never touched 
before, poetry that had one simple goal: “To express the fullness 
of life, in its beauty, as perfection.” 

Socrates, while a soldier, had a similarly unpremeditated and 
overwhelming intuition of reality. It rooted him speechless to 
the ground for hours. From then on there was in him a passion 
never to be satisfied with easy answers. Isaiah in the temple had 
a somewhat analogous and completely humbling expansion of 


3 Letters to a Friend, Rabindranath Tagore (London: Allen and Unwin), 
p. 24, 
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awareness. It led him into politics with an astuteness that probably 
prolonged for generations the life of his nation. Francis of Assisi 
had something clarifying happen to his eyes. As a result he 
wheeled his horse around, galloped back to the leper that a 
moment before was only an object of disgust, jumped off and 
without hesitation kissed him. Jesus on the bank of the Jordan 
experienced an opening as of the heavens. Thenceforth we see 
him going among men with a unique conviction of being ulti- 
mately related—as intimately as a first-born son—to life’s source, 
its fullness and its goal. 

Few of us will be led as faithfully by our “daemon” as 
Socrates was guided by his. Maybe modern man at this stage is 
unable to hear such songs of joy as Francis sent winging like 
carrier pigeons into the heart of his age—though Philippe Vernier 
seems able to do just that. Certainly we are not yet acclimatized 
to the life-transforming loveliness, reality and compassion which 
Jesus breathed. But the present limitations are no cause for being 
disheartened. Neither is the sensation of not arriving. 

The saints, meaning the supreme experimenters, are fairly 
unanimous in playing down topflight “ecstasies,” the sudden heat- 
ing of the body, the queer feelings of being lifted into the air, the 
“consolations,” etc., which we are tempted to want (especially 
if we are temperamental) and which one seer dismisses as candy 
for infants never to be sought by men. One of the most treacherous 
quicksands of the spiritual life is the emotional glow into which 
the immature sink themselves. Those who would grow up have 
to seek goodness for its own sake, forgetting the I and me, and 
letting the grand feelings come and go as they will. Quite prob- 
ably it is during “aridities,” in those stages of the spiritual 
journey where no gushing water or comfort is, that the soul’s 
greatest growth takes place. We are here, the lives of the saints 
tell us, to have the creative in us set free and rechanneled so that 
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we may become a new kind of human being. But, generally, there 
have to be preliminary frustration, suffering and near despair. Of 
course no one would have the heart to go on had he not already 
been given a glimpse, however fleeting and small, of what right 
relationships are. 

The fact that we are seeking the light is in a sense proof that 
it is already at work within. What made us disgusted with the 
silly exhibitionism of that fagade, what made us keep pushing 
through the muck out of which there seemed no possible deliver- 
ance? Was it not the Spirit that waits but that also generously 
opens the door? 

For those on the first or infantile level the word “God” 
occasions no problems. In the cool, of the evening He (in capital 
letters) can be seen strolling around the garden. You can please 
Him with the smell of cooked meat if it is properly placed on an 
altar in His name. But don’t break any rules. Don’t offer a 
blemished lamb. And you must wash your hands a certain way. 
You’d better not eat an egg laid on the Sabbath. If you do any 
of these things, the Supreme Being might lose His temper. Then 
He might turn on a faucet up there and drown all offenders 
down here. Didn’t that happen in Noah’s day? 

To those on the second level, the word of three letters is a signal 
for attack. Speak of “God” seriously and see what happens; the 
Mrs. Grundys of semantics will charge with the annihilating 
adjective: “anthropomorphic.” The saint? The seer? He doesn’t 
know psychology. He’s only a victim of autosuggestion. His so- 
called vision of God is nothing but a projection onto the universe 
of immature desire. 

The irony is that the second-levelers overcompensate for inner 
insecurity by assuming that those on the third are merely on the 
first unsophisticated level. 

But the first-levelers are under irony too. Far too easily they 
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take for granted they are on Level Three and therefore childlike 
whereas they are only childish without experience or curiosity 
enough to understand the bitter questionings of Level Two. 

The third-levelers are not interested in such categories. Ask 
them where they are and they may say, “I feel I am beneath 
Level One.” This, we have to understand, is not mock humility. 
They are simply confessing their inability to weigh, measure, 
pigeonhole, or label that which means most to them. But don’t 
let their relaxed manner deceive you. They are at ease, un- 
dogmatic, and not verbose because they can afford to be. They 
know what it is to have a well-developed ego and then gladly 
throw it away—for something better. They have passed through 
the period that nervously shouts, “Thank God I’m an atheist.” 
What buoys them up has been tested by years of sweat, perhaps 
agony and doubt. It has come to them the hard slow way that 
no word, no image, no myth, no arrangement of anything in 
space or time can do more than indicate the direction in which 
this reality can be united with. Yet they welcome the word “God” 
if it is made clear what the word definitely covers. He is impersonal 
only in the sense He is not “partial.” Pasteur once said he coveted 
the childlike faith of a French peasant. This did not mean he 
wished to go back to the naive, unscientific credulity of Level One. 
Nor to the sterile intellectualism of Level Two, which believes 
only what it thinks it can measure. What he thirsted for was the 
simplicity, the innocency, the wholehearted audacity of the mature 
who passing hard ordeals have at last achieved childlikeness. 

What, then, is the All to which those on Level Three seek to 
give their all? Until we break through and function where they 
are we cannot know. Only the one-minded see, and we are many- 
minded. But we can work for open-mindedness. We can face the 
findings of the saints. When they say and mean God they are 
referring to a Presence that does not deny personality but that 
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includes, entirely purified, the best that personality can be. That 
Presence is within; it is also without, transcendent, awe-ful, 
terrifyingly infinite, beyond our trivial human experiencing, above 
all forms or imagining. In The Idea of the Holy Rudolf Otto 
examines some of the raw material dug up and brought back by 
qualified excavators of life’s deepest meaning. What impressed 
him is a unique original element at the bottom of religion. He 
claims that there is no religion worthy of the name in which the 
“Unnamed Something” does not exist as “the real innermost core.” 
The soul must shudder with a sense of being absolutely over- 
powered by that which is superrational, the “Wholly Other,” “the 
mysterium tremendum.” We had better not be too chatty with 
Ultimate Mystery. We have to keep silence before Him. Of our- 
selves we can do nothing. God is nobody’s co-pilot, nor is He 
“one of the boys.” God is not the “ally of our highest ideals” 
even though William James thought He was. He aids us and is 
utterly near, but the aid and nearness we had better not take for 
granted. Humility is not something that comes of our own efforts. 
It surges in from outside our wills to overwhelm us the moment 
we see the truth. It is our response to Grace. Reinhold Niebuhr 
rightly ridicules that large number of people—on the first or 
second level—who forget “that they see through a glass darkly. 
They claim they know too much.” Those on Level Three admit 
they know virtually nothing. 

A contemporary prophet believes that the words “Wholly 
Other” cannot appropriately be applied to the God of Jesus. 
That is because “the God of Jesus” is always near, far nearer 
than the phrase “the Wholly Other” can possibly suggest. The 
fact is we have to hold up, as always when dealing with basic 
truth, two ends of the stick at the same time, even though one end 
of the paradox seems to contradict the other. If we try to bypass 
Jesus’ sense of God’s transcendent majesty we miss important 
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truth. If we do not face Jesus’ sense of God’s utter closeness we 
miss truth no less urgent. 

The point is this. Jesus was open, always open, to infinite 
wisdom, power and love. That openness was an offense to per- 
functory official religion. It was so shocking that the ecclesiastical 
leaders of his day were in a terribly embarrassing position. They 
had either to accept this responsiveness to God’s nearness or to 
act tough. Loving his habit-patterns more than life itself, Caiaphas 
found that it was “natural” to have Jesus killed, “natural,” though 
not completely human. That is the way the ego automatically re- 
acts. The lower selves can’t help preferring a dream world to 
reality, deism to theism, an unapproachable being on a white 
throne in the blue faraway sky to the terrifying intimacy of a 
Father asking of His sons that they share His nature. Jesus in 
contrast is the champion of immanence, probably in nature, 
certainly in the real self of man. 

But the immanence of spirit has to be related to God’s tran- 
scendence which is equally real and no less formidable. The divine 
is not only familiar, near. It is dreadful, beyond all complete . 
human grasp. T. W. Manson uncovers the fact when he shows 
Jesus’ experience of the Father to be “so profound and so moving 
that it will not bear to be spoken about except to those who have 
shown themselves fitted to hear.’ 

Organized religion is not always so humble. Sometimes it says 
too much too soon. Don’t we all now and then complacently 
shield ourselves against the illimitable mystery with easy phrase, 
walking not in light but in a fog of “talk about it”? 

Unlike us, Jesus takes time for the heights. On a mountain out 
of our eyes’ range he goes without food for days, looking down 
upon the dominions of this world. On one summit for a moment 
his features shine transfigured. On a slope among the olive trees 
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his body shakes; it is as if his sweat were blood. On the most 
significant but unimportant-looking hill of all he cries out through 
the darkness, “Why hast thou forsaken me?” Behind these experi- 
ences and that cry is humility at its deepest. 

But immanence and awe-fulness do not exhaust the aspects of 
ultimate reality. There is coherence. At the center of the atom’s 
nucleus, so one physicist suspects, is binding force “a billion 
times a billion times a billion times a billion times” greater than 
that outside the atom we call gravitation. We interfere—‘control” 
it if you like. Spectacular explosions follow. Actually the fissions 
are infinitely less dramatic than the unceasing power, always at 
work, which holds things marvelously together. 

On this cohesive power Gandhi bet his life with remarkable 
results. Someone once asked him if he thought it had a chance 
against the brute force now so conspicuous in our world.. This 
was Gandhi’s reply. If two brothers fight and kill each other the 
incident will be spotlighted in the press. It may even get into the 
history books. But if those two brothers do what brothers nearly 
always do, if they get together and thereafter co-operate quietly, 
no newspaper is likely ever to mention such an important though 
normal achievement. Certainly the history books won’t pay atten- 
tion to it. What the history books do emphasize is the violent 
interruption, not the silent operation, of soul force. But that 
silent operation of soul force is all-pervading as well as constant. 
Without it the world would fall into pieces. So significant is it 
that the most practical thing we human beings can do is to give 
it our supreme allegiance. 

Possibly identical with, surely akin to, this binding force that 
seems to be spiritual as well as physical, is “God’s loveliness.” It 
cannot be measured but it can be directly experienced as that 
which intimately relates each part with every other and with the 
total which is greater than the parts. Beauty is all too tame a 
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word for it. In its light that arrangement of atoms which we call 
matter is not seen as bad, but sacramental. Through creation 
splendor shines. Are not those red anemones lovely, answering 
the wind, and that swallow, dipping, and that laughing child? 
These are visible outer tokens of an invisible, always present, 
divine concern. It is because of her contact with what comes 
through Jesus that Muriel Lester out of the agony that is Europe 
writes of this sheen on life which man’s cruelty cannot entirely 
hide. After telling how the radio is always reporting some new 
area of fear or of spreading disease or of smashed homes, she 
exclaims in a letter: “God suffers with every starving child, yet 
His creative joy is undiminished. It upholds us all in life, keeps 
the stellar orderliness unimpaired, splashes glorious hues across 
our sky and is already at work on the spring bulbs in the dark 
silence of the earth. How small and silly we are when we let 
ourselves forget God’s joy.” 


To experience joy in the beauty, the rhythm of life and, at 
the same time, compassion for those who are being mangled in 
the mechanics of hate and greed is no cheap achievement. Philippe 
Vernier identifies himself with those who suffer and the song 
still goes on at the back of his brain. But that is because among 
his miners near Mons he is on, or struggling toward, Level Three. 
Probably it is only with that sense of reference that a man can 
continue deeply to care for fellow men without becoming cynical, 
overnervous, or hollow within. Kagawa once confessed in my hear- 
ing why as a young man in the ugly derelict area of Kobe, with 
murderers, prostitutes, the sick and the helplessly destitute crowd- 
ing in on him, he was able to stay. The reason is relevant: 
“Because I carried God inside me I had a different view of life. 
I enjoyed living in the slums. With the love-motive, every mo- 
ment was full of joy.” Saint Francis of Assisi identified himself 
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with men in their misery yet everywhere he urged them to join 
him in his hymn of spiritual exaltation. 

We speak of infinite joy, beauty, wisdom and loving-kindness. 
Jesus we have seen was more direct. He addressed God as Father. 
In the fifteenth chapter of Luke he brings out the dynamic, out- 
going aspect of God as Redeemer that revolutionizes our think- 
ing. Here we see Spirit eagerly hunting out lost souls like a 
woman seeking for a misplaced coin. Among the precipices the 
Shepherd searches for the stray sheep with a daring that does not 
count the cost. The Father lets his son go off to a distant country 
to waste all he has and to learn by trial and error. Never does he 
force his will on the other. Yet inexorably He waits and watches. 
The moment there is a sign of metanoia, of the prodigal’s turning 
toward where he belongs, the Father is running down the road 
to welcome him home with joy. 

If we want to know God we will do well not only to listen to 
Jesus but also to look at him. He is more than a teacher. He is 
the quickener of our deep wills, our Encourager. When we look 
to him our faith comes back. The seers all help but not quite 
as Jesus does. Of course God has witnesses everywhere, in every 
culture; among head-hunters and even those who are trained to 
believe they must sacrifice their firstborn sons. God would not 
be the loving truth Jesus revealed Him to be were He so narrow 
and unfair as to make His nature known through Jesus ‘alone. 
It is not as a rival of other men enlightened and dedicated that 
Jesus comes among us. No, the God in whom we believe because 
of Jesus is all-inclusive in His concern. He goes out to seek and 
bring back into circulation all who are cut off from life whether 
they ever heard of Jesus or not. Jesus makes this clear as the 
others do not quite succeed in doing. The exciting thing is how 
he does so. He does it by communicating to our deep wills the 
power to take a chance. We are to trust what our hearts have all 
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along been telling us is the innermost nature of God, not waiting 
for what the world calls proof. Jesus will not let us be content 
with staying on Level One or Two. Not by what he says so much 
as by the strength that comes through him, he challenges us to 
decide, with the free consent of our whole being, whether or not 
we want to live on Level Three. The truth and love—that of: 
God—which come through the historical Jesus we cannot define 
but we can call the total impact Christ. 

Professor H. H. Farmer® of Cambridge University brings the 
issue home with the statement that within the story of man’s 
struggle to realize life at its fullest there is one event which is 
every man’s event, “every man’s crisis and decision. This is the 
event of Christ.” That event comes to focus in a surprising way. 
Behold “the one person in history of whom we have reason to 
think that his whole being was centered in and controlled by the 
conviction that God really is-. . . austere and wholly trustworthy 
personal purpose of love,” behold him physically helpless, unable 
to lift either hand in blessing, able only to let himself sink into 
the depths of frustration, loneliness, compassion and pain. Behold 
Christ crucified, “the spirit of perfect love resting on and sustained 
by the conviction that God is love, thrust right into the midst of 
human life.” 

What happened to and through Jesus as he forgave men from 
his cross and committed everything to the Father, “confronts the 
soul of man with a searching dilemma, with the necessity of 
finally making up his mind. For it means,” continues Dr. Farmer, 
“one of two things. Either it means that that sort of believing 
about God, that sort of living, even when it is at its maximal 
point of purity and devotion, is so fantastically false, so utterly 
wide of the truth, that it cannot stand up to the forces which actu- 


®See Herbert H. Farmer Towards Belief in God (Macmillan, 1947), 
pp. 123-5. 
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ally dominate the world but is doomed to be stamped out by them 
_ —which is exactly what powerful leaders and teachers in the world 
today are saying. Or, on the other hand, it means that it is so 
true, so firmly rooted in fact, that it can afford to accept seem- 
ingly utter defeat, knowing that the victory, God’s victory, is in 
the end with it. One of two things: the crucifixion of Jesus is 
either a grim, derisive shout of No to the proposition that God 
is love, gathering itself and summing up all those other evil 
things in human life which seem also to shout No to it; or it is 
a firm, steady, undefeated Yes penetrating, persisting through all 
these other things.” 

Whatever else the resurrection may be it at least is the viridica- 
tion of faith. It is God’s power making itself uniquely felt as love 
that physical death cannot take and that human hate cannot 
break. The Christian church has one over-all reason for its exist- 
ence and it is.a sufficient reason: the mandate men have felt, since 
the resurrection, to witness to the gospel. The gospel in essence 
is the good news that God is really love. 

We must be careful not to separate the crucifixion from the 
resurrection. The first alone, historically viewed, could not have 
founded the church. On the other hand, William Temple of 
Canterbury cautioned us against thinking that the resurrection is 
to be taken by itself. What this event does, he said, “is not to 
convert a defeat into a victory, but to throw the light of divine 
glory upon the victory that was already won and to make it 
available for all mankind.” 

Here in this triumph of love is reality at its most living and 
outgoing. Is there anything more ultimate, more able to hold 
the world together? 

No wonder a great novelist of Russia, confronted with this 
mystery, once exclaimed, “There is in the world only one figure 
of absolute beauty: Christ.” 


CHAPTER 5 


ee 


WHAT DOES “THE WRATH” MEAN? 


A MOTION PICTURE DRAMATIZING THE LIFE OF JESUS FOLLOWED 
up the crucifixion with a strange scene. Destructive vengeance 
became immediately visible. Great rocks were shown rolling down 
and crushing some of Jesus’ murderers; as if God were answering 
violence with violence. 

The Bible speaks of a dreadful fact: “the Wrath.” It is meant 
to cover what happens when we do wrong. On the right interpre- 
tation much depends. Men have exploited the doctrine as a 
justification for war. If properly understood it could serve the 
bringing in of peace. 

We human beings lose our temper—we hit back. Does the 
Father? Our tendency is to “project” into the divine nature our 
own anger, our own adrenal glands. And that consoles us—if 
the fury is directed toward our enemies. But have we the right 
to read our negative limitations into the character of God? 

There are two ways of being sentimental about evil. One is 
to try to overcome it with evil methods, in which case we may 
become what we oppose. The other way is to whitewash evil; 
we may even pretend to ourselves it does not exist. But we have 
to be realistic; guilt is the problem that haunts us today. Evil not 
only exists, it stares us in the face with mesmeric power. We 
cannot condone it. The solid structure of what is right is judging 
all our relationships, with an accuracy that seems to us deadly. 
We hurl ourselves against that moral structure only to demon- 
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strate its reality and our own folly. We cannot smile away the 
_consequences. 

She may have had her metaphors mixed, but that middle-aged 
‘woman overheard in a streetcar had a point as she addressed 
vehemently the younger woman hanging to a strap beside her: “I 
wash my hands of you. You have buttered your bread. Now: 
you'll have to lie down in it.” Those generalizations from ex- 
‘perience which we call laws operate inexorably in the spiritual 
‘realm as a buzz saw does. Lumber can be cut. If we make the 
right adjustment houses can be rebuilt. That is the bright side. 
The shady side is not so pleasant, and positive affirmations about 
the light, however eloquent, do not cancel out the law. Poke a 
finger too close to the buzz saw and off it goes whether you said 
your prayers this morning or not. The saw’s force is not going 
‘to be suddenly stopped simply because a well-meaning part of 
your anatomy happened to be in the way. 

In the spiritual world there are no pet lambs. Everybody is on 
the same democratic universal basis with everybody else; he 
either fits his life in with the tough core that is there to be 
relied upon—or else. 

God is Father. If Jesus bases his life on anything it is on the 
existence of undergirding, all-pervading Spirit that cares infinitely 
for the inner possibilities of each human being. But the Father 
‘we see at work in and through Jesus is stern; else He is no 
Father. If you jump from a high tower no matter how holy it is, 
you must not expect Him to wave a wand and annul gravitation. 
Evil in the will has consequences and they are hard. George. 
Macdonald, who was C. S. Lewis’ teacher, coming to grips with 
that baffling word of scripture, “Vengeance is mine, saith the 
Lord,” brings out a startling implication: If we ask God’s for- 
-giveness, we are also to ask for His vengeance; “that vengeance 
is to destroy sin—to make the sinner abjure and hate it.” If it 
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takes hell fire to persuade you that your ego is your enemy don’t 
try to dodge hell fire. Welcome it. For your self, though not for 
the other man. “The terror of God is but the other side of His 
love; it is love outside that would be inside.” 

That which alone can rescue has to be wise and severe. What 
we are up against is not pampering mother love that infantilizes 
its children but redemptive holy love that makes constant and 
tremendous demands upon us so that we can be drawn out of 
ourselves. In The Brothers Karamazov Dostoievsky points to the 
terrible difference. The Grand Inquisitor has had Jesus arrested. 
Torch in hand he interviews his prisoner in his dungeon. The 
two face each other alone. Eloquently the head of the hierarchy 
speaks while the Son of Man remains silent. In substance the 
Grand Inquisitor’s complaint is this: “We who rule are con- 
siderate of men’s infirmity. We do not lay such cruel obligations 
upon them as you do. We give them easier tasks more in keeping 
with their low nature. We do not put pressure upon them so that 
they will have to go through the travail of choosing the Best. We 
do the choosing for them. And they prefer it thus. But you, Jesus, 
you are pitiless. You put upon men too great a responsibility. You 
expect too much of them. The burden—it is too heavy, too heroic. 
It’s impossible. That is not love.” 

But it is love. The way of the Grand Inquisitor, in contrast, 
is the way of depersonalization and death. God’s mercy is 
austere. For that reason it is mercy. It does not permit us to run 
against the grain of things without suffering. If it did, it would 
be eros not agape, a surgeon’s knife with no cutting edge. Would 
it be worthy of God to let us disintegrate through self-will with- 
out giving repeated shocks, increasingly drastic, to bring us to 
our senses? What chance would the prodigal have to come to 
himself if eating with pigs gave him no spiritual indigestion? 
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‘Could evolution be continued today if relentlessly aiming our 
bitterness at one another we got off scot free? 

If we persist in running afoul of the nature of things there is 
penalty, sure enough. It is not, however, an automatic obligation 
to keep on sinning in the old silly way. Is the God we see in 
Jesus the kind of being who would abandon us to dilemmas where 
the only choice is to set off a chain of firecrackers, each sin 
exploding another beside it in a chain of wrongdoing from which 
no deliverance can be found? Is there not always the opportunity 
to turn away from the old defiance and toward a new relation- 
ship such as that to which the saints Point from their freedom of 
vision on Level Three? 

Suppose you are driving thirty-five miles an hour through an 
intersection. A little while ago, feeling sorry for yourself, you 
took some gin. It gave you “confidence.” It won’t this instant 
give you split-second promptness as you fumble for the brakes. 
That child straight ahead will be killed. You asked for it and 
now the chain reaction of consequence leading to unavoidable 
consequence will go impersonally on. You are guilty of man- 
‘slaughter. 

That’s part of the structure of things as they are. It is not, how- 
ever, the whole picture. The whole picture includes forgiveness 
as well as “the Wrath.” And what is that? Not certainly, a lapse 
of memory on the part of God. The carelessness or the defiance 
for which you will pay the price remains carelessness or defiance. 
Even so, something tremendously creative can happen. You can 
this instant commit the whole situation to Mercy whose power 
is not limited to the present. If you do, you will put yourself 
in touch with the redemptive force that can neutralize some of the 
‘effects of your bad action that otherwise would go on and on 
multiplying themselves in other wills beside your own. The child 
you ran over will not be physically restored to life. But because 
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of his death you can be so awakened, so redirected, that from 
now on you are dedicated to preventing similar disasters else- 
where. Your contrition will become within your will the kind of 
energy that releases reverence for children in other wills. Loving 
God you will prove that even out of a horrible event He can 
bring to pass that which is amazingly good. Forgiveness is the 
power of the revitalizing Now that takes the poison out of the 
bitter past. It is more than that. It is God himself surrounding 
evil with a new environment. We never discover what the white 
corpuscles of healing are until we suffer from a cut or an infection. 
In the same way, the human race may be unable to imagine what 
the unutterable grace of God is like until man has gashed himself 
into sickness that is near despair. That is our plight today. It is 
not so bad as we have told ourselves, if it stirs us to turn and 
to co-operate with the regenerative forces that alone can save 
the world. 

“But that is sentimental,” it may be urged; “sometimes the 
choice is restricted to two evils, the lesser and the greater.” The 
formula is true if pain is evil. There are historical crises where 
we must expect hard consequences, physical suffering and agony 
of spirit no matter what course we take. The formula, however, 
may be treacherously false if it sanctions the world’s despair that 
perpetually cries, “Out of this particular situation no good can 
come.” Cannot the second alternative be given a twist in the best 
direction? Is a third and best alternative so definitely out of the 
question? Who are we to say that for more or less normal men 
there is no opening through which can be taken a step toward 
what is right? 

The “morally diseased” seem to refute this hope. They have 
sinned so much in one particular rut that they strike us who look 
on as no longer capable of doing anything but continue committing 
the same old sin, only with less and less chance of breaking free 
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of the addiction. But if the process is purely automatic they have 
lost the power to sin. They are not free enough for that shame 
which implies our great hope. In that case perhaps their Maker 
will somehow weave their “inevitable” reaction into his web of 
life. But it is risky business prejudging any man and saying he 
is an automaton no longer able to be transformed. It is safer to 
say that God wants the help of every one of us, however lost. 
Moreover, He needs that help. Furthermore, if we set out to under- 
take this responsibility of co-operating with Him we can count 
on being put in touch with power that will make us over—if only, 
after turning toward the light, we do not give up what has been 
called the courage of the tunnel. 

A few years ago a friend of mine was in prison, not for con- 
science’ sake but because he was a safebreaker. Supposed to be 
criminally insane he had been there several years, and now he 
was pitting all the hate he could rally against those over him. 
He had been thrown into a special dungeon. Here he could think 
of only two alternatives. One was to come “crawling for mercy 
like a whipped cur.” The warden boasted that this he would do. 
But this the prisoner would never do. Instead, he would out-hate 
the authorities till the end. The end did not seem far away. His 
body had been weakened by inadequate diet and prolonged tor- 
ture. There was insufficient covering to protect him against the 
excessive cold of the dungeon. He was at the end of his tether. 
Then the incalculable happened. The embittered man had a 
_ vision. All he now recalls were two eyes looking into his soul out 
of infinite understanding and love. What took place as he was 
lifted, for an instant, to the third level no novelist, no psycho- 
therapist could in advance have conceived. It was as if all his 
nerves were being pulled into organization around a new center, 
around a new reason for breathing. From then on he was a 


different man. 
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Counselors are constantly dealing with marriage situations 
where the husband or the wife is sure there is nothing to do but 
to stay masochistically in the old strait jacket or bounce off 
defiantly with somebody else. Actually there is often this solu- 
tion. The self-pitying mate can learn to love the one who seems 
so frigid or so inept—by doing something for, not against, him 
or her. The relationship can become alive. Grace can redirect 
what was headed only for disaster. Even then our egos as always 
will remain. But that does not mean that evil must dictate what- 
ever path we take and poison all the consequences. Our self-will 
in whatever dilemma can be a little less sovereign. 

What, then, is evil? 

“There never yet was a philosopher that could endure the tooth- 
ache patiently”—but is a raw nerve evil? No? How about the 
liver fluke, infantile paralysis, cancer? Whether physical suffering 
is evil or neutral, we have to rescue our neighbor from such 
afflictions, if we can. That is the inescapable task which sent 
Albert Schweitzer to Africa. It may send any of us anywhere. 
The Zulus are right. It isn’t good form for Full Belly Child to 
advise Empty Belly Child “Be of Good Cheer.” We Caucasians 
on our side of the tracks had better not be too sure of ourselves 
and announce as a clergyman not long ago portentously did: “It 
doesn’t matter what happens to people’s bodies.” (His, inciden- 
tally, was plump and well groomed. A shining gold cross adorned 
the ecclesiastical vest.) 

It doesn’t matter, what happens to human bodies? Perhaps 
not, to yours and to mine. But what you and I do to the bodies 
of other men or permit to be done—that matters. The violence 
we tolerate may mean the difference between more life or more 
deterioration of our souls. In doing violence to another we do 
perhaps worse violence to ourselves. Disintegration takes place 
automatically within us when we thus spit in the face of God. 
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That degeneration can stop. It can even become a reminder of 
our desperate need of more direct contact with and help from God; 
and the reminder can be restorative pressure in human wills. 
But that costs. It takes redemptive energy adequate to match the 
progressive erosion of spirit that is the inescapable entail of cal- 
lousness to personality. 

What we may call death may not be the evil we think it is. “Be 
not afraid of them that kill the body and after that they have no 
more that they can do,” said Jesus. He did, however, face what 
may happen on the other side of physical disintegration. He went 
on to add this: “But I will forewarn you whom ye shall fear; 
fear him, which after he hath killed hath power to cast into hell; 
yea, I say unto you, Fear him.” — 

Has war today—if we acquiesce in it—the power to cast us 
into hell? Until recently a church member could write a “blank 
check to the war machine, handing himself over, body and soul. 
Enlightened conscience makes that more and more difficult today. 
An irrepressible question is beginning to plague the Christian, 
“Have I the right to say, ‘Though he slay me yet will I trust 
him’ to Mars, to the war method? Isn’t that commitment to be 
made only to God and His method?” 

We don’t know what the word “hell” attributed to Jesus exactly 
implies. If it carries the idea that God’s eternal purpose of love 
for every soul can be forever beaten, it doesn’t fit in with the 
rest of his teaching and the whole impact of his life. Some of the 
saints of old somehow tricked themselves into being not very dis- 
turbed over that thought. Saint Fulgentius of the sixth century 
seems even to have rejoiced in it. “Be assured,” he wrote, “and 
doubt not that . . . little children who have begun to live in 
their mother’s womb and who have there died or who, having 
been just born, have passed away from the world without the 
Sacrament of Baptism . . . must be punished by the eternal 
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torture of undying fire.” The implication of that “assurance” has 
to be examined. It means that evil triumphs over good in God’s 
own nature. Fortunately such projection of vindictiveness into 
the divine character is becoming more and more repugnant to 
the Christian mind. That is not to say that the Christian has to 
stay on Level One and fool himself into imagining that evil 
doing has no evil consequences. The word “hell” if it actually 
was used by Jesus we cannot fully understand. If, however, it 
is meant to suggest that there are terrible consequences for doing 
harm to others and those consequences are certain to overtake 
anyone who plots the destruction of his fellow men, then we have 
to question not the words of Jesus (whatever they were) but our 
own position as citizens; for the nations of which we today are 
responsible parts certainly are plotting the destruction of fellow 
human beings. In our hearts, as tax-paying citizens, are we not 
now committing wholesale murder? 

It used to be fashionable to waive hell aside with a contemptu- 
ous smile. Recent events have shifted the smile to the other side of 
our face. To be sure, God would be defeated rather than tri- 
umphant compassion if after death there were no such second 
chance as “hell.” But the heat would not have to go on and on 
without end—and without sense. It would be more in keeping 
with the nature of God as we see that nature revealed in Jesus if 
the “consuming fire” lasted only long enough to burn if not sweat 
the meanness out of us. 

Injustice that slaps our own ego in the face is not so important. 
But injustice on as big a scale as war emphatically is. Claiming 
to check injustice, war is now the devil’s device for multiplying 
injustice. 

No doubt God can make the wrath of men to praise Him. When, 
however, we choose to kill and withhold food from fellow human 
beings, it is not God we are praising but our infantile and 
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adolescent selves. Granted, it is necessary that offenses come. Woe 
to him through whom they come! Our job is not to execute “the 
Wrath.” We are here to reflect the compassion and truth we see 
in Christ. 

Evil, whatever it is in the outer world of physical events, has 
to be traced back to our own inner citadel, our own deep wills, 
and there it has to be fought to the finish. Whenever we ignore 
that responsibility, life has its relentless techniques of backfiring 
against our arrogance and sloth. Think too much of your show- 
window self and the nasty self back of it, think too little of your 
real self through which God acts, and you may end in a padded 
cell. A lot of our present-day insanity is just such ingrown 
egocentricity. Lose your transient selves to find the abiding one 
and do that by loving God and neighbor, really loving them— 
that is the supreme law; and life can never be fulfilled within 
us till we obey it. But self-preservation, the law about which 
animals are so careful, has its healthy and subordinate place. 
There are times, therefore, when neglect of body is evil just as 
destruction of the body is. 

Anything is presumably evil, anything in the will, which makes 
you live up to less than the maximum so that you don’t turn to 
seek the right direction once again. It is evil to fence oneself off 
from fellowship. Let us agree that hate is evil. Is hate of hate 
evil? Yes, if we identify evil with other men. No, if we are 
intelligently overcoming hate in ourselves and otherwise doing 
what we can to starve it out of other men. How about fear? It 
can become pathological, breeding sickness, paranoia, suicide, 
economic depressions and war. But who could safely cross the 
street without a little of it to quicken the pulse? Perhaps it is 
evil to oversimplify the problem. 

What evil exactly is and whether God “sends” it or not, how 
it came to be and who the Devil is, will always tantalize the open 
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mind. It is the shut mind that has glib answers. Don Marquis 
once asked, “Who made God?” The only answer he respected 
was, “God made God.” To the question, “Who made the Devil?” 
his easy reply was, “Theology made the Devil.” But who made 
Theology? “The Devil made Theology.” That argument is too 
streamlined. The truth is not so easily syllogized. 

What we do know is that we sin, i.e., we have evil in our minds 
to which we submit with our wills. It isn’t just that we make 
mistakes. It is that we rebel against God and the deepest thing 
in our natures which he has put there. We all give in to the dark- 
ness in our wills; or if the capital letter makes us happier, the 
Devil. We give in to that darkness on a scale that is terrifying. 
And the tragedy of life to which slowly we are opening our eyes 
is that everybody is involved in the consequences, “the Wrath.” 


No matter who sows the wind we all reap the whirlwind together. 


The rain it raineth on the just 

And also on the unjust fella; 

But chiefly on the just, because 

The unjust steals the just’s umbrella. 
Ignorance whether willful or involuntary seems not to make 
the results much easier to endure. This is the price we pay for 
being organically connected with one another under God whose 
command is always, “Say we.” No saint is exempt. Nor is any 
sinner. The ecology that intimately binds each human being to 
every other in the web of wills balanced against personal wills 
is no less delicate than that of the forest where no plant dies to 
itself. There several small animals may also die. The bomb 
falling on Hiroshima falls no less on those who dropped it. The 
only question now is, How can its repercussions—“the Wrath”— 
be stopped as they race faster and faster around the world? We 
are sensing at last how vulnerable to one another we are and how 
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frightfully dangerous. The bacteria which can make a country 
uninhabitable for a hundred years and which can breed in a 
laboratory as innocent-looking as a kitchen, only underline the 
fact. 

It is as if lightning had flashed across our entire sky to reveal 
straight in front of us an awe-ful abyss of horror. Can anyone 
count how many children are already dying of hunger down 
there? Look at those slaves, millions upon millions of them. 
And didn’t we help send them to that pit? Yes, mass suicide does 
threaten us all. 

The Father’s face? We cannot see it any more. We only hear 
our own bad conscience like the Judge’s seemingly final blasting 
word: “Depart from me, ye wicked.” 

And now the Presence is becoming a terrifying Absence. Back 
of the show window we are discovering how demonic egocentricity 
can be. The desolation, the progressive deterioration that goes 
with selfishness: in other words, “the Wrath,” is worse than we 
had calculated it would be. We tried to deliver ourselves from 
evil. We only delivered ourselves and almost everyone else into 
a worse mess of it. We drove from our house the Devil with the 
Devil’s own methods. And here he is back again in possession, 
apparently seven times stronger than before. 

Our hope is in recognizing our hopelessness. In this situation 
only that which comes through the cross can pull us through. 
Gandhi, passing the ordeal of faith, understood that. He identified 
himself with both victims and exploiters. He put himself in the 
place of the Untouchable, but he also felt for the Brahman and 
the Britisher. It was largely because of this sensitiveness that he 
was so successful in overcoming evil, whether individual or 
corporate. But he knew that the power which had to be relied 
upon, although it must come through men, must also be above 
and beyond man’s grasp. In the hearing of John Hoyland he 
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admitted that religion for him was summed up in the words of 
the hymn beginning, “When I survey the wondrous cross.” If 
you or I said that it would probably be with the shallowness of 
Level One where the words outrun the dedication. Gandhi said 
it from the sincerity of Level Three. He saw injustice more clearly 
than we do. At the same time he saw more of the truth and com- 
passion that can ultimately overcome it. 

While we are fighting with evil methods on Level Two we prefer 
not to think of Jesus on his cross. But our puny, self-righteous 
resistance to evil fails. Then if we are sufficiently humiliated we 
may turn to him who made himself as a slave but who also gave 
his life for, rather than against, the slave’s oppressor. Our surface 
intellects of course keep repeating that his patient coercion won’t 
get results fast enough. Such love is ineffective, we say. But in 
our hearts we know Jesus is right. He is most inescapably right 
when he forgives and points to God as the Supreme Forgiver. For 
guilt is our major problem. And forgivingness and forgiveness, 
human and divine, is the light that shines through that darkness. 

“The Wrath” is not like our resentment or anger. It indicates 
God’s holiness and the incompatibility of His way with sin, but 
it does not forever cancel out His will which is to save all and 
have fellowship with all. Jesus is not what people used to assume 
he was, a sort of asbestos screen between us and the Judge who 
would cruelly consign us to everlasting flames, were it not for 
the Son’s intervention. Jesus, rather, is the aperture through which 
we see God’s burning mercy and through which we experience 
its power to expose and to heal us. The spirit that pours through 
Jesus, most of all as he hangs helpless on his cross and unable 
physically to lift so much as a finger in behalf of men, is not 
just Jesus’ spirit. It is God’s. He is not impersonally callous nor 
coldly indifferent and no doctrine of “the Wrath” must blind us 
to the fact. In spite of our blindness and defiance, in spite of our 
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sin, there is concern that is nearer to us than we are to ourselves 
and it is not going to be forever defeated. 

Dr. F. Siegmund-Schultze of East Berlin, tells of a small 
boy who disobeyed his parents. He was therefore ordered to sleep 
on the floor. That was the child’s dark night. But next morning 
upon opening his eyes, there on the floor beside him was the 


father. 


“We may be far from him. He is never far from us.” 


CHAPTER 6 


ee 


THE ATHLETIC WAY 


How DOES ONE BECOME AWARE OF, MORE AND MORE SENSITIVELY 
adjusted to, this presence that cannot be escaped or defined? 

The soft go blind. It is the athletic, the single-hearted, who 
have the best chance of seeing. 

In the California High Sierras John Muir once experienced 
something of this strange mounting up with wings as eagles. He 
was zigzagging a difficult course toward the summit of Mt. Ritter, 
probably never scaled before. Suddenly panic gripped him. There 
he was, arms stretched out in terror, fingers clinging tensely to 
the ice-covered precipice: “Faith and hope failed. Cold sweat 
broke out. My senses filled as with smoke. I was alone, cut off 
from all affinity. Would I fall to the glacier below? Well, no 
matter . . . then as if my body, finding the ordinary dominion 
of mind insufficient, pushed it aside, I became possessed of a 
new sense. My quivering nerves, taken over by my other self, 
instinct or guardian angel—call it what you will, became in- 
flexible, my eyes preternaturally clear, and every rift, flaw, niche 
and tablet in the cliff ahead, were seen as through a microscope.” 
Soon he was at the top. For six hours he leaped about as if lifted 
and swirled by a wave from an invisible ocean of beauty and 
power. 

The greatest experiencers are even more athletic in their climb- 
ing than John Muir. Again and again, they tackle glaciers that 


+Linnie Marsh Wolfe, Son of the Wilderness, the life of John Muir 
(Knopf, 1946), p. 162. 
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the worldling considers impassable, heights that the rest of us 
only in imagination see. Theirs is the knack of dying daily to 
their lesser selves, so that the real self can breathe exultantly. 

Gandhi was such an athlete. Traveling light, he was gay of 
heart. When he met the King of England at the Round Table 
Conference in 1931 he wore only a shawl and loin cloth. Didn’t 
the King have enough on for both of them? His daily consti- 
tutional through the streets of London sometimes covered twenty 
miles. Once since it was raining and there was a cold wind, his 
friends urged him to take a taxi or at least a bus. It would 
jeopardize the future of millions if he caught pneumonia. Gandhi 
strode out into the elements half naked, nonetheless. “I’ll die,” 
he chuckled, “rather than give in—this weather is British.” To 
him, fasting—and he put more than a hundred days into the 
exercise—was a way of repenting and becoming purified. 

Gandhi’s self-discipline was aimed at “realizing God.” But that, 
for him, involved a political responsibility: to free India from 
foreign domination, to establish peace between Hindus and Mos- 
lems, to train the exploited peasants to support themselves, and 
to encourage the “children of God” as he renamed the Untouch- 
ables to live up to their potentialities. The sheer volume of con- 
trolled energy he poured into his commitment illustrated- how 
amazingly Grace can answer faith that is really audacious. Noth- 
ing, a lover of giant sequoias used to say, nothing can stop a tree 
that wants to grow. No pressure of interviews, articles for his 
newspaper, campaign planning or the handwork at the spinning 
wheel could slow him down. The activity might go on till after 
midnight. That made no difference. At four every morning he 
would be up for prayers and another sixteen or eighteen hours’ 
try at getting nearer to God and the common people. 

His customary day of silence was insulation only against his 
own talk, not the talk of other people. To fellow workers he 
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listened with concentrated attention. The fasting with his tongue 
was to make his spirit more alive. 

No one objects to the other fellow turning his body or mind 
into an efficient instrument of purpose if the purpose is political. 
You can insulate yourself from normal society and forego recrea- 
tion, monetary or other reward, and yet be sure of social 
approval, so long as the basic physical energy of the universe 
you are harnessing is aimed at the fissioning of a hundred 
thousand fellow human beings. But suppose you are equally 
rigorous with yourself at a training center where the target is to 
sharpen the deep will so that minds may be made whole and 
contact with ultimate reality reached—would the popular reaction 
be so favorable? 

Colonel Evans Carlson’s raiders during World War II pre- 
pared themselves for what was to come by going long stretches 
with hardly any water, food and sleep. The most exhausting strains 
of muscle and mind and the greatest risks they welcomed. What 
for? So that they might rush into the valley of death, knock out 
installations behind the Japanese lines and “take no prisoners.” 
Imagine a candidate for sainthood today on the alert in the rain 
for three days and three nights without more than a few winks of 
sleep, or “sweating it out” during another test of seventy-two 
hours with only one cracker to appease his stomach. Would not 
the effort be labeled insane? 

We value the toughening up process when it is dedicated to 
killing. The stiff exercises seem quite unnecessary if the project 
is to be become a channel of the power that alone can bring men 
together on Level Three. Our unspoken assumption is all the 
more dangerous because it is something like this: To the degree 
that we are pursuing the ultimate good, to that degree we can be 
as sloppy, as inefficient, as vague and as unathletic as we like, 
and it won’t matter. When it comes to religion, we must not make 
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it difficult for the young. We must serve it to them on a silver 
platter. 

They'll hand it back. If youth aren’t asked to bet their lives on 
God on His terms they may bet their lives on the horses with the 
bookies dictating the conditions. The horses on Level One of 
course won’t satisfy. The challenge on Level Two to shed blood, 
sweat and tears will satisfy—for a while. That is the tune the pied 
pipers have always played and youth again and again have 
fallen for it. But why should Mammon and Mars have a monopoly 
on that tune? Do the compassion and courage of youth have to 
be exploited by what in the end will only let them down? Can- 
not the appeal to lose life and private interest in behalf of a 
cause be harnessed on the side’ of right as well as of wrong 
relationships? That “Other Drummer” on Level Three can be 
heard and answered too. 

There is music a man should start marching by in his youth 
and which he should continue to march by all his life, and “the 
Other Drummer,” to whom Thoreau referred, is able to open our 
ears to that music—if we let him. Jesus does make stiff demands, 
but they are for going forward, not retreating. The austerity of 
Jesus is positive, not negative. His challenge comes from whole- 
ness, not a twisted temperament. This fact some of his followers 
have overlooked. They may have climbed up to Level Three in 
some respects but in other respects they are still agonizing on 
Level Two. The agonizing is a more or less natural reflex against 
the self-indulgence, either their own or that of others, of Level 
One. 

If you pamper yourself too much there may be a violent re- 
bound into overrigid self-denial. Seek happiness for its own sake 
and you may end up by seeking misery for its sake. Put the flesh 
on too high a pedestal and you may be spending the rest of your 
life smashing the pedestal, protesting instead of living. All is 
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vanity, said the surfeited author of Ecclesiastes. Life is just a 
tug of war between eros and the death wish, Freud more recently 
implied. These bitter generalizations are not necessarily insights. 
They could be projections upon the screen called life, of a personal 
rebound away from what had been exaggerated. 

A whole age can be dominated by such overcompensation. Too 
great obsession with pleasure can give place to preoccupation with 
its opposite. That preoccupation can become a blind spot even 
in a saint. The author of The Imitation of Christ loved his Master. 
But he could put into the mouth of Christ these words “. . . from 
the hour of My birth even until My death on the cross, I was not 
without suffering or grief.” Centuries before that was written, 
another famous church leader voluntarily became a victim of a 
rebound that was blinding the church on one issue; Origen cas- 
trated himself. It was in literal obedience to a questionable 
saying in the Gospels about making oneself a eunuch for the 
kingdom’s sake. Less than two centuries later, Jerome is credited 
with this sarcastic generalization: There is only one thing to be 
said for marriage—it produces virgins for the next generation. 

We make fun of certain earlier Christians who wouldn’t shave 
or take baths for fear of showing too great a concern for their 
bodies. That kind of contempt for physical things has no sanction 
in the behavior of Jesus. It slipped into the thinking of some of 
his later followers from sources alien to the Great Physician who 
spent a great deal of time enabling the lame to walk and the blind 
to see. What drove the Cathari to certain ridiculous extremes was 
not the mind of Jesus but a twist in their own emotions. It is said 
that they refused to touch the milk and eggs that would have 
added to their vitality because milk and eggs were so intimately 
connected with the reproductive process. It is also said of the 
Curé d’Ars of France, famous for piety, a parish priest born in 
1786 whose pillow was a stone and whose diet consisted of water, 
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boiled potatoes and moldy bread, that he trained himself to ignore 
the fragrance of a rose: the indulgence of the sense of smell, he 
rationalized, might lead to sin. Only three generations back some 
Protestants had their own peculiar taboos. It was wrong, they 
taught, to whistle or to go swimming on the Sabbath. All this 
overscrupulosity is a symptom of timidity, not an expression of 
faith’s audacity. 

The sheer health of Jesus’ mind seems almost too great for 
ours. “He had a way of linking men together. . . . The field 
flowers were more beautiful, and the sky of a deeper blue when 
he was near.”” The man who laughed at the allegation that he was 
a glutton and a winebibber had no fear of the body, of children 
or women or the familiarities of the normal home. 

Karl Jung, depth psychologist of Switzerland, holds that “in 
Jesus we have the most perfect example of harmonious psychic 
activity that the world has ever seen.” 

Just the same, Jesus was strict with his own body. He did not 
prescribe involuntary starvation such as we impose on the people 
of Germany. But he did bring out the importance occasionally 
of saying a firm No to the perfectly legitimate desire for food. 
Since it could lead to self-concern instead of to genuine humility 
he made it clear, however, that if one fasted there must be no 
calling attention to the fact. 

Brethren at a peace conference in the northwest recently tried 
an experiment. Relinquishing the usual three thousand calories 
or more a day, they tried discussing the international situation on 
the strength of 816 calories on Wednesday, the first day, 1110 
calories on Thursday, 467 on Friday and 1125 on Saturday. In 
the sting of relatively empty stomachs they felt the difference 
between their usual situation and that of Germans in the Ameri- 
can zone. Some of the younger delegates, to test how much 


2See By an Unknown Disciple, Anonymous (Harper, 1919), pp. 55-6. 


84 THE AUDACITY OF FAITH 


pressure they could stand, put chocolate bars under their pillows 
at night. 

An English champion of the dispossessed while over in this 
country sometimes skips dessert so that she can be identified with 
the people of London’s East End who have no ice cream, pie or 
chocolate cake. But she won’t do it if anyone is noticing. At home 
she omits several meals a month simply as a token of her desire 
to put herself, at least a little, in the place of the Europeans who 
have almost nothing. The money saved goes into packages of 
food she and her friends send to Europe to alleviate suffering. 
This is not considered sacrifice; it is done with a gay air. 

People of an earlier age overdid “detachment” no doubt. We 
are inclined to underestimate the need. It is deep. Professor Wil- 
liam Ernest Hocking goes so far as to declare that the power 
of sitting loose to life “measures the whole of my freedom, the 
whole of my possibility of happiness . . . the whole depth and 
reach of my morality and of my contribution.” To care too much 
may be a step beyond caring too little but neither attitude is 
adequate. We are not meant to be addicts to any thing nor to 
any person: neither to health, money, power, information, charm; 
neither to friends, parents, mates, leaders. Addiction means the 
loss of that freedom which is perhaps the most precious possession 
in life. We are not to become enslaved even to virtue. Are not, 
as Emerson said, the virtues of society but vices to the saints? 

We are to practice pushing our egos—our first and second 
level selves—out of the way so that the third level self will have 
the right of way. This exertion takes some energy but it releases 
more. Suppose, says Dr. Fritz Kunkel the psychotherapist, you 
are one of eight boys on a hike in the mountains. It is hours since 
any of you have eaten. It will be a long time before you get back 
to camp. Unknown to the others you have an apple hidden in 
your pocket. Will you slip aside and eat it all by yourself? You 
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start to. Then you think better of it. Instead, you return, slice the 
apple into eight equal parts and pass them around. To your sur- 
prise you find that the tiny bit of nourishment is strangely refresh- 
ing, far more refreshing in the long run than the whole apple 
would have been if you had selfishly gobbled it yourself. Sharing 
liberates strength that is unavailable to egocentricity. 

Defenders of the status quo seem to think that the impulse 
which is opposed to sharing and which Dante symbolized as the 
wolf, should run wild. If avarice is curbed, production may stop. 
Just let everybody be as selfish as he likes and distribution will 
take care of itself. But it does not. Our present chaos is, largely 
the nemesis of that doctrine. More than a billion people on this 
planet do not have enough to eat. They probably could, if the 
wolf were tamed. Saint Francis is said to have transformed the 
big bad wolf of his neighborhood into a friend of the community. 
Can the acquisitive in us be thus transfigured into mutual aid? 
Maybe not. But we ourselves can do more to decentralize power. 
It does not have to be so narrowly concentrated in only a few 
overprivileged hands. We may not follow the old saints who said 
it is theft to have more than we need while others starve; but we 
can do the following things: 

We can vote more intelligently. Those who try have a certain 
advantage over friends who simply use their ballots to reinforce 
the status quo. They never have to apologize for what their can- 
didates do in office. The candidates don’t get elected! Is the vote 
wasted then? Not if it is in the right direction. Again, we can 
consult our conscience and set a limit on what we spend on 
ourselves. Although the self-rationing will vary with each indi- 
vidual, it should definitely reduce the amount of money that 
otherwise we would childishly put into ostentatious display, as 
well as into luxuries and amusements that do not really amuse. 
We have a political responsibility. It is to work for freedom in 
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the world, freedom being as Professor Gooch of Oxford said, 
“power cut up into little bits.” The wages of becoming too attached 
to too big a piece is death. 

How we earn our bread—or don’t—is an issue that has much 
to do with our spiritual alertness. If we are economic predators 
or parasites we are asking for deterioration, not life. 

William Penn, so the legendary and often repeated story goes, 
once asked George Fox what he should do about his sword which 
was disturbing his conscience. Wasn’t it a token of a bad desire 
to dominate, to insist on having one’s own way? 

George Fox did not advise the young seeker impetuously to 
throw the token away. “Wear it,” he said, “as long as thou canst.” 
Whatever was done would have to come from William Penn’s own 
decision after long brooding. 

Some time passed. When the two met again, Fox noticed that 
William’s sword was missing. What had happened? 

“T wore it,” the future founder of Pennsylvania explained, “as 
long as I could.” 

The way we make a living or maintain economic power is in a 
sense the measure of how spiritually athletic we are. If our liveli- 
hood or prestige involves contempt for any human being, maybe 
it is a sword that we would better consider dropping. Otherwise 
our sense of the supreme being may go dim. 

One doesn’t have to be a Marxist to sense the truth that eco- 
nomic relationships vitally affect our growth as persons. Always 
we have the choice of emphasizing through what we buy and 
make how much we prefer we-ownership to J-ownership, power 
“with” people to power “over” them. Fénelon the spiritual direc- 
tor was sure that power is “poison.” That may or may not be true. 
In any case, the word of Berdyaev is apt: “Bread for myself is a 
material question. Bread for my neighbor is a spiritual one.” 
John Woolman also speaks to our condition. Look for the seeds 
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of war and exploitation close at home, he urged; look into what 
you eat and wear and ride around in. 

We should carefully examine our attachments to the collective 
systems that tend to deny personality; moreover we should 
implement our contrition. But that does not free us from the 
obligation to be more alive to primary, face-to-face relationships. 
Often they are the acid test as to whether we want to press on 
through the show-window self, and the diabolic self into “that 
of God” which is within ourselves. To laugh at our own absurd 
efforts to dominate, to blame or to act like little neo-fascists 
toward others, is sometimes a valuable family exercise. “If you 
have an adolescent under the same roof,” a chastened father 
asserts, “you won’t need to skip meals once a week or to seek any 
artificial punishment. Just being a parent is a sufficient hair-shirt.” 
The adolescent would not speak of his parents as his chance to 
mortify himself or to develop morale but as “two pains in the 
neck.” People living up against us have a therapeutic function. 
They accurately deflate what illusions we may be cherishing about 
any highfalutin spiritual attainments. 

Living at close quarters with others offers an unlimited chance 
to practice the art of forgiving. Seven times? Seventy times seven. 
Through Gandhi’s father the power of forgivingness once worked 
a miracle, a miracle of spiritual law fulfilled, not physical law 
broken. The boy had been stealing coppers from the servants. 


He had cut a piece of gold out of his brother’s bracelet. With the 


money he bought cigarettes and goat’s meat. The idea was to 
become strong by doing as the British imperialists did. The 
experiment brought repercussions with which Mohandas had not 
reckoned. All the first night the goat seemed to be bleating 
reproachfully inside him. An outraged conscience was getting the 
better of Mohandas. So the fifteen-year-old, not daring to tell his 
father directly, wrote on paper about the theft, asking to be 
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punished, and promising that he would never steal again. His 
father was ill in bed. Mohandas opened the door and handed the 
sick man the paper. Then he sat by the bedside ashamed and 
afraid. What would the punishment be? The father read the con- 
fession. He closed his eyes and said nothing. Tears rolled down 
his cheeks. 

Those tears did more within the boy’s deep will than any human 
wrath could have done. From that moment on he seems to have 
been increasingly haunted by the power of soul force, the power 
that eventually became his method and that led to his fame. 

We are told that to forgive is easy. Just discover what the other 
fellow is up against and how much you yourself share the blame, 
and the trick is done. Let bygones be bygones. But to forgive is 
not that easy, if basic harm has been done to yourself or to some- 
one close to you. In that case you have to bring the poison out 
of the unconscious where the deadly root of it has been repressed 
into the light of God’s presence. And to do that you have yourself 
to become connected with third level energy that can surround 
the evil event with a redemptive environment. 

We forgive ourselves and probably others only as we drop all 
resentment against the source of all relationships. My sister seems 
to have discovered that before she died. Life had dealt her some 
pretty severe blows. For years she concealed from herself, the 
way we all do, the deep bitterness she was unconsciously cherish- 
ing. Then toward the end she wrote a poem lifting the whole 
burden of the past up into the open where it could be seen and 
accepted. The last line revealed the secret of her release: “I have 
forgiven my enemy God.” 

Forgivingness is important. It is the active side of self-mortifica- 
tion which we have called the athletic way. But forgiveness, the 
passive voice, is perhaps even closer to the core. When, for 
instance, we forgive the Russians for what we think they may be 
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plotting against us, we have to relinquish our assumption of 
superiority and to ask them to forgive us for what we actually 
did to them from 1917 on, to obstruct their revolution when their 
backs were against the wall. 

But why do we forgive? It is largely so that we can be forgiven. 
Just as the sunlight no matter how brilliant will do us little good 
unless we go out into it, so the active forgivingness of God we 
cannot experience as forgiveness unless we drop our arrogance, 
our passion to put others in the wrong, and humbly say to the 
man or to the group from whom we feel estranged: “We did 
wrong to you. We ask to be forgiven by you. Tell us what resti- 
tution you think is fair.” Contrition like that does one thing. It 
shows whether there really is in us “the soul’s immortal thirst 
to be completely known and all forgiven.” 

There is a second condition for overflowing life besides “‘fast- 
ing,” and one that is obviously connected with mortification, 
which Jesus laid down: it is activity in behalf of others that is 
not too dramatic, not too visible. A visitor from the Far East was 
once observed in a Los Angeles washroom picking up the paper 
towels the rest of us had carelessly tossed on the floor. Each one 
he dropped carefully into the wastebasket. His motive was prob- 
ably to save the janitor trouble; certainly it was not to be thanked, 
for the janitor would never know the service rendered him and 
the visitor did not realize that he was being observed in his good 
work. The fact that the doctor had warned him against over- 
éxerting and that he had had little sleep the night before and a 
busy day ahead—these facts added value to this small but sac- 
ramental act. In this age of promotion and publicity, generosity 
that makes no parade is an urgent necessity of the spirit. No man 
can tell anyone else how to practice this. Each man has to work 
out his own techniques with fear and trembling. 

Our conventional conception of spirituality has little to do with 
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it. Consider the incredible sacrifice of an obscure sailor stranded 
on an ice floe in the Arctic. Frank H. Shaw vouches for the story 
in a piece entitled Heroes of the Polar Wastes.? This particular 
hero was the cook on a whaler. Every day he served soup to his 
comrades. They took for granted that all he had to work with was 
cracker crumbs, water and an occasional shellfish. The soup, 
however, kept them all alive—except the cook. He died. Then his 
crewmates, before burying the body in the ice, discovered band- 
ages under which he had guarded his secret. What had happened 
was now obvious. Day by day and cup by painful cup, the man 
to whom they owed survival had poured into the soup his own 
life blood. 

Quite probably he had never spent five successive minutes in 
a prayer room. His only verbal references to God before his 
fellows may have been the usual expletives. Even so, that man had 
something we would better train our whole lives through to 
receive. Secret outgoing selflessness like that is unanswerable. He 
had fulfilled in terms of his own integrity two of the conditions 
upon which Jesus insisted. 


8 North American Review, December, 1928. 


CHAPTER 7 
Fa 


THE TRAINING OF ATTENTION 


THE THIRD CONDITION FOR THE VIBRANT, VITAL LIFE UPON WHICH 
Jesus insisted is not less drastic. Behind closed doors, we ourselves 
are to pray. We ourselves are to train the attention on what is 
most significant. Most of the time our attention is like those 
frivolous searchlights advertising some new urban market that 
wants to sell itself on opening night. Across the sky they wander 
from cloud to bubble to dust speck to cloud again, asking only 
to be noticed. Meditation and prayer mean disciplined control of 
attention. 

What we have to do with here, says William James, is primarily 
a matter of will: “The strong willed man is the man who hears 
the still small voice unflinchingly.” No matter what the competing 
distractions, what the mental pictures clamoring to be looked at, 
he keeps his whole being turned toward that still small voice. If 
he persists there is a reward; “the difficult object ere long begins 
to call up its own . . . associates and ends by changing the dis- 
position of the man’s consciousness altogether. And with this 
consciousness, his action changes, for the new object, once stably 
in possession of the field of his thoughts, infallibly produces its 
own motor effects.” 

The difficulty, William James adds, “lies in the gaining posses- 
sion of that field.” It certainly does. Anyone who has tried to 
meditate for any length of time suspects it would be easier to hold 
a flea in the open hand or a swarm of bees on top of one’s head. 
There are a thousand things one had rather do and these shout 
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for attention. Threatened with discipline, the ego becomes all at 
once amazingly altruistic: I must go to phone that sick friend 
right away, I must write that letter to the papers. Even so, we 
must aim our attention as firmly as we can in the general direction 
whence help will come. 

How do we start? First we find a place of relative freedom 
from interruption; a box in the laundry room, a curtained corner, 
an unlocked church, an unused car. Then, sitting there out of 
sight, not too sloppily, not too tensely, we take a few deep breaths 
to encourage the body to stay put for the next ten or fifteen 
minutes. A regular habit of thus training and redirecting aware- 
ness need not make us either self-righteous or clock-conscious. 

If we do not take the risks that go with being athletic in spirit, 
if we do not make the effort to tame the animals inside, our 
exposure to God’s light no matter how protracted will leave us 
still missing something. We can sit naked in the sun for hours 
and the most beneficial radiation will only be screened out if 
between us and the sun there is a thick glass window pane—our 
laziness. 

The best time is probably before breakfast. Three days or a 
week will pass before the body is convinced we aren’t bluffing; 
soon or late, however, if we stick to it, the restless muscles and 
bones will recognize who is master. Within a year or two there 
may be dry periods, what the authorities call aridities, followed 
by the unimaginable ordeals of “dark nights” when there seems 
every reason for quitting, but when at all costs we must somehow 
go on. But that’s looking too far ahead. The immediate problem 
is to make a try at “collecting everything together,” to use Tauler’s 
words, “and offering to God all the powers of the soul and body.” 

No one can blueprint the procedure for anyone else. But we 
all need to recall some of the emphases that others have found 
helpful. The Lord’s Prayer, for example, can be taken phrase by 
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phrase and brooded over. Follow that pattern fifteen or sixty 
minutes a day for a few months and you will find it curiously 
nourishing. Consider the word “our.” Representing the connected- 
ness, the oneness, of more than two billion souls it is too compre- 
hensive to be thought completely through. The word “Father” 
points toward cohesive power demanding infinitely more attention 
than we have to give. These two words are joined together, 
horizontal with vertical; organically, inseparably—and let no 
dogma of either social action or quietism put them asunder. They 
are the two greatest married words. But the word “Now” is the 
supreme single word. Every clause in the Lord’s Prayer implies 
the terrible urgency of the present moment. Thy kingdom—now. 
Thy will—now. The calories in Europe, the forgiveness, the deliv- 
erance from evil—now. Arming ourselves with that sense of 
burning and all-including immediacy we can throw our guns 
away. Let the past be redirected toward something better. The 
future? It is in wiser hands than ours. Since we shall be a poten- 
tial menace to society as long as we are neurotic or unstable, our 
job now is to become charged with that resilient faith which is the 
answer to emotional insecurity. 

Some authorities would have us start by saluting the unseen 
as the birds meet the dawn—with praise. The first act they sug- 
gest is adoration, thanksgiving. Others recommend one or two 
questions such as, “What is my underlying desire, deeper than 
all other desires?” or, ““Who art Thou and who is this little flash 
of consciousness or will that now dares to ask?” Either question 
is enough to touch off unceasing wonder. Is it not a marvelous 
thing to be in the flesh and able to reach out consciously, gladly, 
toward union with infinite goodness, as no animal can? In the 
embryo that was not possible. After this trailer or body composed 
of high speed electrons is no longer available to dash about in, 
it will still be possible, our faith assumes, to co-operate and 
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commune with the eternal. But never again will the opportunity 
be quite the same as here and now. What matters is this present 
moment. At this particular point of time we are permitted to 
shift the searchlight of consciousness toward “the still point of 
this turning world,” the source of existence which is also the 
goal. We can turn from the kingdom of self and dwell upon that 
kingdom which haunted Jesus. We can face what poured through 
him. 

Is not God unlimited compassion, loveliness and truth? Against 
this living light we place our alibis, our guilt. The contrast 
will shock us. The temptation now will be to say “how bad I am” 
in such a way as only to increase the old will to fail. A lot of 
what is called contrition does nothing else. It is only an excuse 
for wallowing in self-pity, inviting self-defeat. After acknowledg- 
ing our responsibility for the darkness we had chosen to permit 
within us we have to go on. We have to digest our past. If we 
fail, the future may be just an anxious hiccup. 

Sloth, venomness, lust, avarice, arrogance and timidity we can 
face with not too heavy a heart. Our motives are mixed? Worse! 
They’re homogenized. But in the presence of “perfect Purity and 
Peace” we can become less compromising, less confused. 

That nightmare is saying something to us. We don’t have to 
run away from the implication. It seems to be saying that we are 
resisting something away deep down there within that we would 
better “accept.” 

An army psychologist has said that such scruples as we have 
against killing human beings are due to an unconscious sense of 
guilt at hostile feelings we have been repressing. Is our conscience 
healthily alive or is it becoming neurotic? Can it be that we are 
hiding cherished bitterness from the light? 

That slip of memory we blamed on overwork—is it from resent- 
ment or perhaps from the wish to escape responsibility? This 
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is the time to uproot it and to put reconciliation in its place. The 
_ fixations and complexes, the “blocks” that go back to childhood 
experiences—these enemies within we cannot instantly liquidate 
or integrate. But we can call them by their right names. If we 
don’t dodge the truth about ourselves we can become progressively 
free of ourselves. 

Facing what is so ugly inside, we now begin to understand why 
our lesser selves have kept us on the defensive and raised such an 
outcry against meditation and prayer. We had neglected this 
inside job, it is becoming clear, not because we had so little time 
but because there was so much ego. We had sold ourselves on 
the superstition that to pray would necessarily make us feel holier 
than those who don’t. Tricks of darkness! They are all the effect 
of selfishness, a part of “the Wrath” which we have been trying 
to understand. 

Self-disgust need not stop us. It is only pride, says Saint John 
of the Cross, masquerading as humility. What we are seeking is 
farther back within us than the lion or any inordinate desire or 
fear. Evil in the human will is not our main concern. The infinite 
goodness is. 

Over to that goodness beyond us but able to work within and 
through us we hand over, or attempt to hand over, our past and 
future and this present moment. 

Into that will to heal we also bring fellow human beings. It 
is the surest way to learn how valuable they are. It is a good way 
to have one’s eyes opened to the risks God takes with men. 

Is there a soul on earth that is not in peril? Is anything more 
urgent than to have men delivered from the terrible evil that this 
very moment besets them? Suppose you had just received a mes- 
sage that within three weeks your son was to be hanged. Would 
you fatalistically resign yourself to that schedule? You would 
mobilize every resource at your command in a single gigantic 
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effort to have the sentence somehow commuted. Pawn your watch, 
sell your house, be on your way to interview the governor. Any- 
thing to save your son! 

The welfare, perhaps of a large fraction of the human race, is 
no less at stake. Millions upon millions are under sentence of 
death and we are in some degree to blame. Mass annihilation is 
straight ahead unless something audacious and basic is done. 
Only God working through responsive human wills can prevent 
wholesale ruin. The poignancy of it all is overwhelming. There 
is no escaping this pressure we now feel to give ourselves, the 
whole of ourselves. The task is superhuman. We don’t have what 
it takes. \ 

But this we can do. We can deliberately pray, “O God, only 
You know how little I love and rely on You. But here, however 
small, is my desire. I do want to begin.” 

As in other relationships so in conversation with God there are 
three levels. Saint Francis of Sales summed it up this way. The 
ostrich, he said, has wings. Even so, she mostly remains earth- 
bound. The hen has wings and sometimes flies over the fence. The 
swallow has wings and with them perpetually makes herself at 
home where great currents of heaven are. And so it is with souls. 
Some stretching the wings of prayer do not leave the ground. 
Others occasionally do. A rare few are lifted in free and joyous 
abandon to the sky. 

The first level is relatively self-centered and materialistic. But 
those are risky words. They should not frighten away any seeker, 
for instance, if he has arthritis, from asking the Father to help 
him remove the conflicts within that prevent more rapid cure 
than medicine unaided by the spirit could effect. 

On the second level the prayer is less for self and more for 
others. “If I am working for a contractor building a house for 
somebody I would not ask for beer and cigarettes,” a near saint 
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says, “but I would not hesitate to ask for a hammer and nails.” 
The hammer and nails might not be actual things but virtues, 
gifts of the character, triumph over temptation which you are 
imploring for those on your heart. 

Level Three is more purely God-centered. Here one asks not 
so much for God’s gifts as for God Himself, that the connection 
with Him may be more direct. Is it not enough simply to be in 
His presence? This high degree of maturity need not rule out 
simple asking, however akin to a child’s asking on Level One. 
Because we should seek God for Himself is no reason for not 
seeking Him as people do on Level Two in intercession for friends 
and those who call themselves our enemies. 

This may seem a little confusing but the point is important. 
There are special ways of offering the need of the world and our 
own selves to God. Some of these are applicable on Level Two 
and even One; others, only on Level Three and by those who are 
far advanced. Let us for a moment consider these disciplines so 
familiar to men of other days. 

Vocal Prayer is the most universal. It is still customary at 
church services and sometimes by people in their homes, around 
the table or on their knees, late at night. A hymn sung from the 
center—it could be by a saint high up on Level Three—is Vocal 
Prayer. Take Saint Francis of Assisi’s canticle to the sun adapted 
in some hymnals under the title, “All Creatures of Our God and 
King.” It was written in the midst of crisis, when he was helpless 
in body, practically blind, and the field mice would scamper over 
his face. In the mountains, alone, one can shout this Vocal Prayer 
without inhibitions. In the city it can at least be hummed. To 
affirm again and again in positive statements one’s growing faith, 
is an art not to be confused with the childish “Now I lay me” 
type of egocentric verbalization that has to be outgrown. No 
matter how adept one thinks he is, it is well often to resort to 
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Vocal Prayer, especially if one is tempted to think he is making 
such fast spiritual progress that he is above it. 

Meditation, discursive or mental prayer which deals with the 
“considerations” more of the surface mind than of the heart, is: 
often used by those who have mastered the art of throwing them- 
selves out on the mercy of God the way a swallow does. It is more 
for those who are still, like us, in the nest. Notions and forms 
have to be left behind eventually. Meanwhile, the activity is 
predominantly intellectual. The body has to be kept still. The 
consciousness attempts to focus itself on some attribute of the 
Being that cannot be limited to wisdom or to beauty, to com- 
passion or to judgment. Increasingly you aim to “stare” at the 
total meaning which is beyond all thought, but you can’t quite 
do that yet. Or put it this way. You stand like a patient pelican 
beside the great waters. There, knee-deep, you wait for your most 
authentic desire to swim out of the unconscious into clear sight. 

Affective Prayer is not greatly different from meditation, but 
it is harder to reach. Here the intellect is less busy and the heart 
more open. An untutored peasant used to practice what must have 
been Affective Prayer (though it may have been a more advanced 
form of prayer than that). He is not named. But he belonged to 
the church of the Curé d’Ars in France more than a hundred years 
ago. He would sit for long stretches at a time, facing the altar. 
Asked what was going on in his mind, he answered simply, “Oh, 
I just look at Him and He looks at me.” He was praying not from 
the surface of consciousness but from the depths of love. One 
can work at meditation for a long time without arriving at that 
peasant’s enviable gift. It is possible that one can also pray as he 
did without the preliminary discipline of meditation though for 
modern urbanized people this is unlikely. 

The Prayer of Simplicity is not clearly distinguishable from 
Affective Prayer. Perhaps the difference is this. It involves more 
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of the whole person than does the prayer of the heart. Here the 
entire being is more deeply and vitally focused in what Saint 
John of the Cross calls “loving attention.” But categories such as 
we are now using never cover what goes on in the soul of a man 
who thirsts for God as a hunted deer passionately seeks for a 
mountain spring. Was Papunahung, for example, practicing the 
“Prayer of Simplicity”? If he had been familiar with all these 
clumsy attempts at definition, and he wasn’t, he would not perhaps 
have been sure. He was an Indian brave deeply versed though not 
tutored in the things of the spirit, a friend of John Woolman. 
The great Quaker on a mission of reconciliation among the 
Indians at the time they were supposed to be preparing for the 
warpath against the whites, found this tranquil redskin in a village 
where a Moravian missionary was holding services of worship. 
Woolman would sit here in silence with the other Indians. If the 
spirit so ordered Woolman would speak. After one meeting, 
Papunahung confided something to a fellow Indian who passed 
the remark on to the visiting white man. It sums up about as well 
as anything could what we guess the Prayer of Simplicity means. 
This is what he said: “I love to feel where words come from.” 

The Prayer of Simplicity! is definitely marked off from Affec- 
tive Prayer, Dom Chapman generalizes, in this respect. A special 
ordeal of faith sometimes precedes it. During this time of drastic 
testing, the imagination is of little or no use. The old sensitivity 
simply isn’t there. You go through a baffling period of darkness 
known as “the night of the senses.” But the lack of feelings is 
deceptive. Here the human will is so free that it is in intimate 
harmony with the divine will. The total man is becoming like a 
steel rod so thoroughly magnetized by the north magnetic pole 
that the deep will, the deep desire, does not waver. If a train 
passes, the whole being still points true north. 

1See The Spiritual Letters of Dom Chapman (Sheed & Ward, 1944). 
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Beyond these ways of reaching out toward God within purga- 
tion or self-cleansing are others ascending through proficiency 
into union, where the greatest athletes of responsiveness are 
completely at home with their source and their goal. Up there, 
so they report, “God does all the work.” Up there, human effort is 
considered of less and less importance. The will becomes increas- 
ingly passive, open, plastic. It receives the current of God’s Grace 
with no more resistance than a mountain river bed offers to the 
flow of water from the heights. Our age has made a tragic mistake 
in acting as if such upper reaches of experience were neurotic 
or irrelevant. We shall likewise make a mistake if we imagine 
we know more than a little about all this, simply because we may 
have read a few books, say Leen’s Progress through Mental 
Prayer, or Poulain’s Graces of Interior Prayer, or Baker’s Holy 
Wisdom. 

Prayer can be exploited. Through certain lesser forms of 
prayer or subprayer we can say, “My will not Thine be done,” 
and get results. Nations as well as individuals can do just that. 
Prayer is “dominant desire,” “the soul’s sincere desire,” the exer- 
cise of the deep will. The most intense kind of asking there is. It 
can be selfish. In that case it defeats its real purpose. How much 
and when should a man turn to prayer to heal sickness? Toyohiko 
Kagawa, coming down with a cold, has cultivated the practice of 
sitting still, holding himself in the light and enjoying the joy- 
giving presence of God. The relaxation, he feels, makes the blood 
vessels less tight so that poison is more quickly removed from 
the sick part of the body and health is restored. This is work that 
does not snub medicine. Rather, it supplements it as Agnes San- 
ford insists in Healing Light. The late Alexis Carrel, a biological 
researcher of the Rockefeller Institute, thought there was scientific 
evidence that prayer could speed up the recuperative forces 
within the human body. Among the ailments cured through the 
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impact of prayer he listed cancer as well as peritoneal tubercu- 
losis. The indispensable condition was that someone had to offer 
himself completely to God and to refer to Him the need of the 
person afflicted. “Generally,” he said in Man the Unknown, “the 
patient who is cured is not praying for himself. But for another.” 
As a species we are desperately sick. But the sickness can be a 
call to hope instead of to despair if it shocks us into training 
ourselves to wait on God in prayer beginning at whatever level. 

In our personal conversation with God what goes farthest is 
the listening not the talking, the receiving not the contributing. 

It is the eternal and not our reflections we face. We do what we 
can in prayer, but it is God alone who accomplishes and who 
knows the good results. Smugness is deadly, so very deadly that 
often to escape it we have to break whatever pattern we may be 
developing, especially if it is making us rigid or arrogant. “When 
we remain silent it speaks; when we speak it is silent”; so a sage 
of the Far East witnesses. Our little systems have their day. Then 
they cease to serve. 

‘The trouble with forms, especially if they are words, is this: 
they may catch us like a net and hold us far from God. It is well, 
therefore, often to recall what happened to John Woolman. While 
convalescing from a serious illness he had a vision: to the north 
and east and south was a great dark mass of suffering men— 
miners cursing, Negroes murmuring. Out of that mass a voice, 
not grim but unspeakably lovely, repeated over and over “John 
Woolman is dead, John Woolman is dead.” What could it pos- 
sibly mean? He struggled for the answer. Waking, he asked his 
wife but she could throw no light on the mystery. Then the 

- wonder of what the voice had been saying came home. John 
Woolman’s ego was out of the way. A strange grace had been 
given. He was now no longer separated from the underprivileged 
of this earth. He had become “oned” with them. Thereafter, for 
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many months, the man who did more for social justice than any 
other reformer of his day, trembled at Quaker meetings with word- 
less awe. 

“There is one even Christ Jesus, that can speak to thy condition. 
... Be still and cool in thy own mind and spirit and from thy 
own thoughts . . . thy own searching, seeking, desires, and imagi- 
nations, and be stayed in the principle of God in thee, that it may 
raise thy mind up to God, and stay it upon God.” George Fox, 
from whose Journal this is taken, understood that all prayers and 
all designs for meditating are a means only. The end is beyond 
all words. 

It is, as Saint Francis of Sales used to say, that “God be ever 
in your heart.” Although ecclesiastically the opposite of George 
Fox and John Woolman, these two Friends would surely agree 
with what the Catholic Saint recommended: “Strive to see God in 
all things without exception. . . . Do everything for God, uniting 
yourself to Him by a mere upward glance or by the overflowing 
of your heart towards Him. ... Do not lose your inward peace 
for anything whatsoever, even if your whole world seems upset. 
. .. Whatever happens, abide steadfast in a determination to cling 
simply to God, trusting to His eternal love for you; and if you 
find that you have wandered forth from this shelter, recall your 
heart quietly and simply.” 

A secretary of the Fellowship of Reconciliation, sentenced to 
three years in prison for his conscientious refusal to co-operate 
with the war system, was handed these words of Saint Francis of 
Sales, typed on a small piece of paper, just as the marshal was 
leading him from the courtroom. He put the paper into his testa- 
ment which with his glasses was all he was permitted to take with 
him. Over his cot he pinned this prescription for inner peace and 
it remained there for over a year, reminding him of horizons 
beyond prison walls. 
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In meditation and prayer one does not strain to make the mind 
a blank but to make it less tense so that the busyness can stop 
and the whole being be filled with the glory which alone can blot 
out man’s insensitiveness to man. 

That was one secret of Gandhi’s influence. He could go without 
food but never in his mature days without this effort. It was not a 
muttering of the lips but “a longing from the heart.” His aim was 
never to make a decision without first placing the problem con- 
sciously and directly in the light of God’s truth. In the midst of 
an interview he would pause, if only for a fraction of a second, 
so as to make sure he was in harmony with what was totally right. 
Then and only then would he give the answer or formulate the 
policy demanded of him. 

He was fearless toward men but utterly humble about this 
“Supreme power in life” called prayer. Even after forty or more 
years of constant and patient striving and waiting he confessed that 
because “listening to God’s voice presupposes a fitness to listen” 
he was “by no means sure that he himself was free from self 
deception.” In an interview he is quoted as saying further, “I have 
been asked if I may not be mistaken in what I think is God’s 
guidance and in all truth I must answer, Yes, very likely! ... 
What a mistake it is to be convinced that one can always listen 
to the voice of God simply by sitting in silence and telling oneself 
that it is happening. Those who are not in want can say, ‘We listen 
and our questions are answered.’ But how could anyone say 
honestly to India’s hungry thousands, ‘Listen, and you shall 
receive the bread that you need.’” He knew he was not always 
pure in heart enough to see what God’s will was; but never, 
especially toward the close of his life, did he doubt the existence 
and rightness of that will. 

In 1924, while in the middle of a fast, he was implored by 
C. F. Andrews to break it. Gandhi had previously gone through a 
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major operation. He was physically weak. It seemed imperative 
that he eat. A slate was brought since it was his day of silence. 
On it he wrote, “Have faith in God.” Andrews continued the argu- 
ment. Gandhi wrote again, “Have you forgotten the power of 
prayer?” In spite of weakness he persisted until the twenty-one 
days were completed. 

The athletic way, especially the training of attention, takes all 
of a man there is, both feet—not one. The right foot is action; 
it is the one to start with but there is no stopping there. We don’t 
have to hop. “He that willeth to do the Will shall know.” The 
left foot is recollection or “the return of the mind to God”; the 
second step is essential. Unless we digest experience by reflecting 
on what we have done, we tend to become automatic and blinded 
by “the red mist of doing things.” But “staring” at God, for most 
of us anyway, is not enough. The appreciation, the exposure to 
the light, the increased sensitiveness to the presence, must lead 
to the kind of responsiveness that goes out to men. The doing is 
not for its own sake. It is so we can see better. The seeing better 
is so that we shall act next time with less clumsiness and more 
wholeheartedness. We are not to keep both feet on the ground 
at the same time. If we do, we won’t get anywhere and we don’t 
deserve to. But there is a final purpose beyond walking. It is not 
simply lifting one foot and then another. Nor is it that we arrive 
at some place. It is that we become what we are meant to become: 
sharers of God’s nature in vital union with Him. 


CHAPTER 8 
a 


SOME SKILLS TO REMIND US! 


THE ANONYMOUS FOURTEENTH-CENTURY BOOK, The Cloud of Un- 
knowing,” commends the “better way” of Mary. Sitting at the feet 
of her lord, “she did not heed the busyness of her sister, neither 


__ did she heed the preciousness of His body, nor the gentle voice, 


nor words that He spoke in her presence. . . . All her desire was 
centered on the highest truth of God hidden within Him, that is, 
the Presence of God Himself within Him. To this she attended 
with all the love of her heart.” 

But this classic on the contemplative way also speaks of 
Martha’s busyness as “very good and righteous.” Today, nearly 
all of us are Marthas. Only we are less good and righteous, and 
more obsessed with keeping the toast from burning. Some of us 
have not so much as heard whether there be such a thing as con- 
templation. We are active with a vengeance. We cannot, therefore, 
be too often reminded, within our crowded schedules, of our 
relationship with total significance. 

In a training center of earlier times, one of the brothers had a 
special task. Going the rounds in library, orchard or stable, he 
would put his hand upon each one’s shoulder, wherever he might 
be, and arouse him from preoccupation with this simple admoni- 
tion, “Why are you doing this? Don’t forget God.” 

Lacking someone appointed to do it for us, we have to take 


1This chapter first appeared in the Winter, 1948-1949, issue of Religion 

in Life. ae 

2See the most recent version arranged for modern use (Harper, 1948). 
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vigorous steps to remind ourselves. The contemplative needs no 
tactile, auditory. or visual aids. We do. These aids, after a time, 
can become perfunctory and mechanical. Rigidity can overtake 
anybody at any time. But that is no excuse for being too lazy to 
use certain available skills. When it has become our second 
nature to think of God as present but beyond all form, then the 
little devices can be dropped. 

Through the centuries, some persons have been helped, at least 
in their initial stages, by fingering beads. To touch precious stones 
in his pocket used to refresh the spirit of a famous divine who 
did much to free the slaves in this country. A contemporary 
champion of civil liberties who is also a preacher, while standing 
up to excited opponents, likes to clasp his hands behind his back 
lest he forget the sense of fellowship which the kingdom of heaven 
implies. One suspects that Schweitzer, while making the rounds 
of his hospital in equatorial Africa, now and again floods his 
mind with a few remembered runs of Bach. For thousands, a 
phonograph record of Schweitzer interpreting Bach on some great 
organ brings the world of spirit suddenly near. 

Recollection through the eyes is not to be neglected. Consider 
Gandhi once again. At four o’clock every morning, this statesman- 
seer regularly renewed his inner life with his favorite scripture, 
the Bhagavad-Gita, or “Song of God,” and often he had someone 
recite to him from the Moslem Koran, or from the New Testa- 
ment. Gandhi was a Hindu, and was never baptized. All the same, 
so Louis Fischer reports, to help him be God-conscious twenty- 
four hours a day, he kept in his bare room a visible challenge, 
only one: a small unpretentious picture of Jesus. 

Humor, we know, can be invaluable for bringing our ridiculous 
selves suddenly into relation with what is more important. Do 
not underestimate Gandhi’s use of it. When an oversolemn visitor 
asked this humblest of men if he were an incarnation of God, he 
burst out laughing. To him, self-importance was a toy balloon, 
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and it was good fun poking an honest pin through it, especially 
if the inflated object bore his own name. “The man’s sense of 
humor made him willing,” observed a missionary who had known 
him in India, “to concede to you his own insignificance, so that 
you could not strike him through himself.” Muriel Lester, long 
impressed with this gift of Gandhi, herself often opens a secret 
door, when a situation becomes too stuffy, to let the sanity of 
laughter come unexpectedly in. She has trained herself never to 
be “grim on God’s errands gay.” 

In our community is a man whose years have passed fourscore, 
in whom Christ is seen to live again. Nearly every day since he 
was twenty-five, he has read something from The Imitation of 
Christ, along with the words of Jesus or Saint Paul. His neighbors 
rejoice in the ease with which this man habitually breathes, recalls 
and practices the presence of God as revealed in his Master. Labor 
trusts him; so does the church. This insight he offers is apt: 
“There are times when humor is God’s greatest gift to man.” 

When a sense of the incongruous flashes through him, it is to 
bind people to life and to one another. It may seem to be evanes- 
cent, but often the transformation of attitude is enduring. He loves 
nothing better than to chair a meeting where overheated “causists” 
must be prevented from jumping at one another’s throats. He is 
in no hurry. He knows the exact moment will come. When it does, 
with perfect timing and an anticipatory chuckle he tells how, once 
when he was a boy . . . The detonation is inevitable. The tension, 
the fever goes. Everybody is friendly again. He is wise enough 
not to go on telling jokes. If he did, he might be seeking the spot- 
light for himself. This kind of release is not an orthodox form 
of vocal prayer; nevertheless, it can refocus attention in a creative 
way. 

George Washington Carver’s spontaneous ripple of ironic delight 
had the same disarming power. A reporter once patronizingly 
referred to him as “. . . a toothless old man.” The great scientist 
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who was also a saint without the halo retorted, “I am not toothless; 
I had my teeth right here in my pocket all through the interview.” 

Aspirants to the spiritual life should often recall what the old 
Quaker, Rendell Harris, used to say: “A sense of humor breaks 
into blossom when we have overcome the world.” He might have 
added that it sometimes saves us from being overcome by the 
world. 

We cannot with our surface wills say, “Go to, now, I will make 
people laugh,” and succeed. They may only groan and wish they 
were somewhere else—fast. But we can train ourselves to be less 
tense and more relaxed, less preoccupied with our own silliness, 
and more aware of the glory within and above all life. 

Everybody should have a notebook containing anecdotes or 
cartoons that touch off his special sense of the laughable, par- 
ticularly if they hit his own foibles hard. Not as an obligation 
but as a privilege we should think often of the therapeutic shock 
treatment which Jesus administered to the self-important “holy” 
men of his day. They had gone about as far as human beings 
could on Level Two, pushing, pushing, pushing at minute details. 
To them it was blasphemous of Jesus to restore to normal life a 
paralyzed person on the Sacred Day on which no work should 
be done. So Jesus held a mirror in front of them. 

See that fellow with the phylacteries on his wrist so fastidiously 
purifying his drinking water? He’s very pious, isn’t he? He 
won’t even allow the tiniest gnat to get into his mouth lest he be 
polluted. Look once again. What’s he swallowing now? A camel! 
How funny it is—those long hairy legs going down. Quite a meal, 
isn’t it? 

That we may develop a proper sense of importance and more 
audacity of faith that is too big for peccadilloes, we need to prac- 
tice doing certain things outside of the more protracted periods 
of meditation and prayer. Here are some skills in that general 
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direction. They have been tried and found useful. The reader, 
after making a habit of one or two, may find himself inventing 
better re-minders. 

You are working. The telephone rings. It doesn’t have to make 
you swear. The interruption is one more chance to listen, not to 
a phonograph record, but to what some human being poignantly 
wants to know. From the other end of the wire, he will request 
this or that. What he really wants, and maybe you can catch it in 
the overtones, is an answer, a positive answer, to the question 
that can be distinguished in nearly every human voice, “Does 
anybody care?” 

There is frustration, recurring in one of its numerous’ forms. 
Some other human will collides with ours. The facts may as well 
be faced: she is going to marry him; a member of the family has 
lost his job, and you'll have to quit school; it isn’t hives, it’s 

shingles! These catastrophes are not the end of the world. They 

can be opportunities to try out the philosophy that all things, if 
given the right twist or orientation, will work together so that 
growth, instead of disintegration, takes place. 

Sometimes, talking to oneself or to The Other, will bridge the 
hard situation. A member of Alcoholics Anonymous, when the 
late afternoon pressure to take a drink almost gets him down, 
reminds himself that “Easy does it.” A Texas oil man going from 
well to well, carries a pocket copy of Brother Lawrence’s Practic- 
ing the Presence of God. He says, “It is a faithful reminder and 
trouble-shooter when I lose my sense of the indescribable happi- 
ness and glory of each moment and event of the day.” An elderly 
physician who has the habit of healing people and then charging 
very little, discloses this technique. Before entering a house 
where someone is critically ill, he will say to The Boss, as he 
terms the Supreme Healer, “Please show me what to do.” 

If you are driving through heavy traffic, you can repeat, not 
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mechanically, but with some sense of its meaning, “I need you 
all the time.” An ex-opium addict, now a medical student, used 
to say this behind the wheel, during convalescent days. 

While walking, this rhythm sentence makes the step more lively 
and the backbone straighter: “Thy (left foot) will (right foot) 
be-done-right-here-right-now.” Here are words that feed the 
audacity of faith. As you swim: “Sing with thy every stroke the 
praise of God,” or as the Sanskrit has it, “Sing with thy every 
breath.” Or as you run: “Thank you, thank you!” Before eating: 
“May this food become energy to put more drive into sending food 
to Europe and Asia.” The lips need not be moved; the will can be. 

Before dropping off to sleep, you can review the day’s mistakes 
and defiances, and then turn the whole muddle over to the One 
who is able to set it straight. The day can be ended, according to 
the custom of a wise friend, by fixing in the mind some such 
thought as this: “I drop myself into Your keeping. If I wake in 
the body, fine; if not, all right. For these next few hours of sleep, 
You, not I, shall have the responsibility.” 

When the alarm goes off, we can be grateful for the new chance 
this instant recognized. The line of least resistance is to think 
instead of the injustice we suffer in having to get up, and how 
heroic we will be later, when we leap out of bed to greet the 
winter dawn. So that he can get out of bed on the right side, one 
man first glances at his Testament. Another sometimes joins his 
thanksgiving with that of the housefinch soaring over the lawn. 
The author of The Devout Life recommends calling to mind that 
the day now at hand “. . . is given you in order that you may 
work for Eternity, and make a steadfast resolution to use this day 
for that end.” 

Whether in the morning, or at noon, or before meals or sleep, 
one skill already mentioned needs special emphasis. It is the 
practice of holding by name certain human beings in the Light. 
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The purpose is not to beg or demand what we think is good for 
them. It is simply to hold them in the presence of what is in- 
finitely better than our best. If certain people are not thus in our 
hearts they will sooner or later be on our nerves. Perhaps they 
will be there, anyway, but if so, something creative is more likely 
to happen if the discord has been committed to God. 

Kirby Page urges that we spend such secret time on Russia’s 
rulers and other agents of power politics, including those in our 
own country. We should ask that God’s will be done in them, even 
though we are not qualified to know what that precisely is. When 
I try this with Stalin, I get bored within thirty seconds. But may 
that not be a symptom of something away back there in the 
tunnel menagerie which needs to be explored? 

We are to will the best, not ours but God’s, whatever that may 
be for individuals we personally know: the friend who will let 
the image of suicide hypnotize him unless something quickly 
connects him with a reason for living; the draft-age youth who 
must choose between conflicting loyalties; the spiritual giant who 
is our neighbor, and who constantly encourages us to grow a bit 
taller, “toward the crown Christ has placed above our heads, 
which we are seeking all our lives to reach.” 

Such concern for others would be justified if it did nothing 
more than to force us in humility to be purified and less unfit, so 
that we could have a vital relationship with those for whom we 
pray. But the effect is not on ourselves alone, beneficial as that 
certainly is. Regenerating force goes out toward other wills at a 
level deeper than ordinary speech. Just because Rhine’s experi- 
ments in telepathy at Duke University are ridiculed by the pro- 
fessor in “Psych. 203,” let us not be too sure there is nothing in 
it. A thing may be real that cannot be easily measured or chalked 
up on the blackboard as Q. E. D. The danger may be that we shall 


try to exploit this extrasensory power for our own egotistical ends, 
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manipulating other wills by our own. It may be harmful to pray 
for another person unless our desires and telepathic powers have 
first been filtered through the love of God, as embodied in Jesus. 

A third pressure goes beyond the subjective or the telepathic. 
It is something more universal than our separate human desires, 
something more pervasive than extrasensory perception. A student 
is getting at this when he quotes from The Hound of Heaven, “All 
things betray thee who betrayest me.” He adds, “Yes, and if I 
betray Thee, I betray all things. But if in place of treason, I give 
allegiance, what then?” We had better not be too romantic as to 
what happens then. But on this we can rely: If we vote through 

prayer for the cohesive power of the universe and think of it as 
being in relation to the person about whom we are concerned, in 
some inexplicable, total way, that vote counts. If every atom is 
so intimately related to every other that a lift of the finger in some 
infinitesimal way affects even the moon, why close our minds to 
the possibilities of deep desire that include the welfare of others? 

This work may be subtler and more effective than we guess. It 
is for the street as well as for the sanctuary. Perhaps we are. 
meant to toss it off with the abandon of the meadow lark. From 
his telephone wire he flings at preoccupied motorists one more 
piercing bugle summons, one more marvelous chance to answer 
life in all its lovely instancy. The traffic does not pause to listen? 
No matter. He offers another affirmation, anyway. If, as a result, 
you in the car look out upon the world with less defiance and 
with more fellow feeling, he will never know it. 

What gets across is not the point. The point is that something 
mysteriously potent occurs when one deep will addresses another, 
first referring the whole situation to God. That which most last- 
ingly helps may be least self-consciously done. 

Have you ever had this experience while on a trolley or on a 
bus? There, hanging to a strap, or jostled about while trying to 
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stand, is a man whose ancestors your ancestors compelled to come 
to this country in chains. Because of pigmentation over which he 
has no control, this man is shut out from the kind of work which 
you take for granted and through which you live relatively well. 
Since men speak least when they suffer most, he will never let 
you know what it means to him to be zoned out of a house suitable 
for his wife and children. He will never mention how it feels, 
when visiting relatives in another state, to realize that any day 
he may be lynched. However bright the sky, he suffers pinpricks, 
if not insults, from Washington to Florida. There he is, silhouetted 
in a new light. It will not bring you to your knees, but it may 
cause you to sense with new contrition the part you have played, 
all unaware, in keeping his ceiling down. But that is not all. Here 
is a fellow citizen, valuable in his own right, his own uniqueness. 
The more you see his special quality, the more you are over- 
whelmed with the realization of being one with him. In a ‘sense, 
- you are that man; you know it in your bones. 

Or, again, leaving a government office downtown, is an Indian 
dressed as you dress, but with a different mien. He does not 
appreciate the white man’s irony thrust at him from some of our 
nickels. On one side is the face of a chief or brave. Right in front 
of the nose is the word “Liberty,” but the Indian is not con- 
sidered a citizen. On the other side of the nickel is a solitary 
buffalo, with the legend above it, “Once there were many, now 
there’s only one left.” Too free a translation? Well, it’s no freer 
than our breezy Caucasian way of helping ourselves to what was 
his. 

The suggestion that the Russians, the Orientals, or whoever 
happened to disturb our complacency should “go back where 
they came from” will scarcely apply in the case of the American 
Indians. We recount how, after landing on this continent, our 
forebears first fell on their knees, and then on the aborigines. 
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The slaughter we cannot atone for. But it is not too late to be 
ashamed. Incidentally, we who have pallid faces are not in the 
majority in this world. We are the minority group. Our brothers 
whose skin is better equipped to take the sun outnumber us three 
to one. It is beginning to be good politics to open our eyes and 
say we are sorry. But expediency speaks with a hollow voice. 
The real reason for contrition is this. We have done wrong, and 
we have done it not alone to them but to the Author of all skin 
differences who would test us out to see if we really want to be 
one. 

Call it anything you like, but it’s very close to intercessory 
prayer when we sense how linked we are, by the same ball and 
chain, to the other man. But we can also be partners with him 
in the common effort to break free. Desire of this outgoing kind 
is more than a skill. It is energy of the spirit having the right of 
way through the human will. 

Seeing others whole so that they tend to become whole—loving 
people in the terrifying love of God—is a practice that need not 
be limited to special protracted periods of devotion, or to the | 
superathletes. At least once a day we can do this to a human being. 
As he approaches or as we look at him sitting near us or walking 
or chatting away, we can remind ourselves that life is a trust- 
intelligence test, a chance to be less immature, and here it is in 
all its poignancy. Then not with spoken words but with an exer- 
cise of the imagination we can “frame” him thus: 

“Above you is the Will that wills the best for us all. The top 
stick of the frame through which you are being observed is the 
infinite Caring that never gets discouraged no matter what you 
do. Nothing that happens can change that will. It is good even 
though this moment it may seem to you bad. 

“The perpendicular stick, to the right, represents its power, 
totally different from our power. Our urge for omnipotence, acts 
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impatiently, wildly, because it is limited to minutes and pressed 


_ for time. This power that cherishes personality never watches 


the clock. It has eternity. It is not frustrated by our defiances. 
Suppose an hour from now the brief streak of lightning compos- 
ing your body were transmitted into some other form of energy. 
You wouldn’t stop. The meaning, like a Chinese poem, would keep 
going on. The Educator would still have you, his pupil, safely in 
his hands. Spirit is so real it can afford to lend you an infinitesimal 
bit of its power. 

“The bottom horizontal stick is part of the human response. 
It is the darkness in your will and mine. The capacity to sin. You 
are not a push button even for unlimited eternal love to force. 
The decision is still yours. You are a person. That means you 
can make bad choices that lead to worse ones and the resulting 
degeneration. Right now you may be allowing your ego to bully 
-you into anxiety, bitterness, self-pity, or the desire to exploit and 
rule others. The freedom to be confused and cruel will continue 
to be yours for quite a while. Possibly but not probably, forever. 
That is no cause for despair. It implies something else: 

“The left-hand vertical stick! You have also the capacity to 
make a creative instead of a deadening choice. The will in you 
that has been saying ‘No’ can turn this moment to say ‘Yes,’ how- 
ever feebly, to what is more alive and real. You might even now 
begin to point toward that which is above you, instead of down 
toward that which only delays your conscious experience of the 
will that can make life new. Behold the most exciting thing there 
is: the power in you to become a different kind of man. That 
potentiality could be stirred into action in both of us! The present 
mysterious split second of evolution does not need to mean one 
more foolish step toward stagnation. For either or both of us two 
human beings, it could bring the most momentous contact we have 
yet had with the Eternal Now.” 
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Facing each other, we are helplessly inarticulate. The only One 
who is not helpless, relies little, it seems, on our clumsy means 
of attempting communication. Human love ultimately is mute. It 
is “the sustained activity of the will in behalf of others,” the 
sustained activity of the will, not the tongue. This effort, behind 
the scenes, to hold people in the light has rightly been called the 
world’s greatest secret service. 

Our skill for turning the will, heart and mind toward the 
infinite compassion, beauty and wisdom, not for ourselves alone, 
but for the sake of all life, can be polished with use. Our devices 
will never be adequate to the aim. The aim is to bring our whole 
nature into partnership with God’s. Our little techniques—this 
has to be underscored—are but toys which we, being children, 
have to take seriously for a while but not too long. Eventually 
because we are meant to grow they will have to be exchanged for 
less childish tools. To drive home this fact, a saint of another age 
tells how he watched a youngster on the beach, running back 
and forth, emptying something into a hole in the sand. 

“What are you doing with the pretty sea shell?” he asked. 

The child waved toward the ocean, “I’m trying to put that,” 
he said, “into this.” And he pointed at a small depression he had 
dug in the sand. 

Through these skills we have been considering there can be 
poured into our life on earth only a few shellfuls of the illimitable 
significance that forever confronts us. 

The skills for recollection will probably go dead unless fed 
regularly by concentrated attention to God. That concentrated 
attention may become mechanical and disappointing unless it is 
supported by athletic self-discipline outside of the systematic 
hours of prayer and meditation. But there is another need which 
we shall now consider: the close association of the small, en- 
couraging group. 


CHAPTER 9 
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“CELLS” 


THERE ARE ATHLETES OF THE ABUNDANT LIFE WHO CAN GET 
along fairly well without being members of a small intimate 
group. But some of us can’t. And most of us would do better if 
_we met once a week or oftener with other reality-seeking members 
of what, here and there, on a campus or in a church, is referred 
to as a “cell.” : 

By “cell” is meant a handful of people training themselves to be 
an organic part of a larger body whose life stream flows through 
them. The larger body may be “the Living, Invisible Church,” or 
more specifically the fellowship of those who have dedicated 
themselves under God to the reconciling of man with man. The 
word “cell,” transferred from biology to social relationships, may 
be too ambitious a word since nothing less than a miracle can 
- enable human beings to work together with anything like the 
intimacy and mutuality which characterize bits of protoplasm 
acting as one in a physical cell. But why not expect miracles? 
Why spend time meeting together if anything less than “the im-' 
possible” is being attempted? The word, therefore, applied to 
_ spiritual undertakings, represents an ideal rather than an actuality. 
It is becoming popular among young people not only in this 
country but abroad, probably because it does make such drastic 
demands. But there is another reason. Such face-to-face associa- 
tion answers a deep need. 

How did the first cell start? It may have been with Tom and 
Dick. They were loyal Bellycrawlers and proud of the appellation. 
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It had never occurred to them to break the supreme law of the 
land which every citizen kept. That was absolutely taboo. The 
punishment? A smashed skull. Every policeman was equipped 
with a studded iron club with which to put any violator instantly, 
without trial, out of his misery. There were reasons for this law. 
Nobody can now recall precisely what they were but at the time 
the best and noblest brains were devoted to elaborating and prop- 
agating them. 

One holiday Tom and Dick were exploring the gravel and 
roots, the surface and subsurface insects, of a slope near the 
frontier.1 To their horror a few yards away they saw one of the 
elders whose joints were rheumatic struggling desperately to 
keep balance at the edge of a ditch. There on his back lay the 
old man and, horror of horrors, he was gazing up not down. Tom 
and Dick shouted for the police. Before they arrived summarily 
to enforce the law a shocking thing happened and the two students 
could not avoid noticing it. On the face of the man whose head 
was about to be smashed into pulp, there was a strange expression. 
It was very much like joy. 

“Did you see the look on his face?” asked Tom in an awed 
voice as they crawled slowly away from the execution. 

“I sure did,” said Dick, “and I can’t help trying to figure out 
what it was like—up there.” The last two words made him 


shudder. 

“Let’s get together once a week all by ourselves and think this 
over.” 

They did. And who knows but what that was the first cell there 
ever was? A cell is not to be judged by the dramatic results. But 
if the fellowship and dedication are deep the results will take care 
of themselves. In the case of Tom and Dick what happened was 


*The germ of this parable under the title “A Terrible Thing” by George 
M. Falconer appeared in the Los Angeles News some years ago. 
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startling. After months of meditation and study as to where the 
need of the world intersected with their aptitudes they sent a 
_ notarized statement to the head of the tribe: On J anuary 1 at the 
Great Pit in the center of the city where citizens assembled to 
face public issues together they would at exactly twelve noon 
change from the usual horizontal to an erect position and at that 
time they would lift up their eyes to see what was to be seen. 
They were aware of the personal cost and were training to pay 
that cost. Their motive, they hoped, was not negative. It was to 
affirm what they believed was right. They were not anarchists. 
-They were making this stand because of a deep sense of obliga- 
tion. The old way, they explained, was holding the country 
back. If persisted in, it would lead to ruin. Without vision the 
people would perish. They had no choice therefore, as loyal 
citizens, but to obey this demand on their conscience which aimed 
‘at the ultimate welfare of all Bellycrawlers. 

At 11:40 a.m. on the day announced Tom and Dick paused a 
moment on their way to the Great Pit where a vast crowd was 
gathered. 

“Scared, Dick?” 

“Yeh!” 

“Want to turn back?” 

“No—let’s go through with it.” 

Tom’s mother crawled over. “My son,” she implored, “this is 
my last chance to make you see the light. I brought you into the 
world. . . . Do have some respect for your family if you won’t 
for our tribe.” 

“Mother, it’s because we do love you both so much that we 
are doing this and some day the people will see why.” 

The police kept glancing nervously at their wrist watches. The 
bright sun, though it was a cold day, made the sweat on their 
tense hands sparkle. A loud murmur arose as the crowd gave way. 
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I wish I had as good form as that, said many a young Bellycrawler 
to himself out of admiration for the speed with which Tom and 
Dick moved toward the center of the Pit. 

“Ready?” asked Tom. Ten seconds remained. 

“Okay,” answered Dick. 

The two instantaneously jumped to their feet. So far as they 
knew it was the first time in history. 

“Heavens!” exclaimed Tom, “I didn’t know it was like that.” 

“Gosh,” said Dick. 

They were so absorbed in wonder at what they beheld above 
and all around—the incredible blue, the radiant clouds—that 
they could say no more. Nor did they know their faces shone. 

The police were frightfully embarrassed. They had to enforce 
the law before all these citizens. They had also to keep the law 
themselves. So their eyes were closed tight. Gropingly they located 
where the heads of Tom and Dick should be. There was a 
ghastly silence. 

Umph! Umph! Make sure there. Once again. The thuds of the 
clubs were sickening. But before the skulls were caved in more 
than one Bellycrawler taking the risk of blaspheming, stole a 
glance at the rapture on the face of Tom and Dick. 

For days after that, whenever a Bellycrawler came to a small 
pool of collected rain, he could not resist pausing to brood over 
the question, “Could it be that this blue water reflects what Tom 
and Dick down there at the Great Pit saw?” 

Next year Harry and four others, one of them a gray-haired 
mother, following the precedent of the two heroes, likewise gave 
their lives. It was not long before the jails were overflowing. The 
Head had decided that capital punishment only stiffened the 
opposition. Moreover, he was getting indigestion. Or maybe it 
was a change of heart. 

Today, people stride erect across that beautiful land as if 
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there never had been a ceiling so low in the public mind that a 
man could do nothing but crawl. The danger is that now they take 
what means so much for granted. 

The purpose of a cell is to face the implications of the roof 
over mankind’s head that is wide and far away and at the same 
time close as the sky. But where is the cell that completely 
fulfills the conditions? On paper it is easy to make a convincing 
blueprint. In actuality you have to reckon: with human nature 
which, to revert to the jargon of the theologians, is “quite other,” 
i.e., something else again. To the degree that the members of a 
cell mean business and practice a stiff discipline intimately to- 

gether, to that degree there will be a collision of wills and many 
bruises if not hemorrhages. Saint Theresa, no novice at coaching 
small groups who had dedicated their lives to following through, 
once confided to her diary how, sometimes, the exasperation was 
so great she could eat those sisters. 

A cell needs a protective wall. It has to be open minded but it 
also has to have convictions and the power to resist not dangerous 
thoughts but irrelevant ones. Dogma can poison a cell but if 
there are too many holes at the periphery the winds may blow it 
to pieces. Commitment is essential. Without it the discussion may 
degenerate into nothing else. The allegiance can be to truth that 
is loving and love that is truthful; for good will that is careless 
with the facts does little good. Or, if the cell so dares, the guiding 
criterion can be the whole “mind of Christ.” The members are 
not there to pull themselves up by their bootstraps but to become 
connected with the power that generates more loyalty, more faith. 

How necessary is a leader? If he is relatively free from attach- 
ments and therefore from tensions, and if the others don’t rely 
too much on that individual, he is a help. But two or three persons 
who care and who are willing to work hard are a sufficient central 
nucleus from which life is to be irradiated through the whole cell. 
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How many can hold together before it is imperative to subdivide? 
The experts would rule out more than twelve. Pass that maximum, 
they say, and you jeopardize the cohesiveness of the cell. Many 
energetic cells have only four or seven. A husband and wife putting 
in half an hour every morning before breakfast exposing them- 
selves in silence to the light of God’s presence and will, constitute 
a dynamic cell. 

The cell is less likely to dry up if each member at least once 
a day thinks of the others in this frame of reference and as trying 
to live up to it. The last thing one wants to be is a parasite. The 
responsibility, therefore, of each participant is to bring to the 
meetings the insight and the strength that are the fruit of day-by- 
day discipline in meditation and prayer. When the members come 
together—and once a week is not too often—social issues can be 
considered; personal problems, too. But there are risks. The burn- 
ing social issue may burn up all the vitality in futile bickerings 
about that letter to Washington or the picket line downtown. We 
do not have to die frantically on every cross: Thomas Kelly? was 
clear about that. When we do throw ourselves into a social move- 
ment it should be because of a real “concern” that goes with inner 
peace or at least training for it. Again, the grievance or fear or 
guilt or other personal problem of one member can become a 
terrible bore like a phonograph record repeated too often. A past 
sin exposed again and again can be exploited as a bid for atten- 
tion. The line between “confession” and exhibitionism is very 
thin. Members of a cell might well follow the rule of Tagore, 
“Show your deep wound only to a physician.” 

Sometimes, of course, one member can serve another in a 
crisis as confessor. Four eyes, if there is to be research into our 
own alibis, can be more objective than two. If we don’t take 
these risks there will be penalties. One way to smother a cell to 


2See Thomas Kelly, A Testament of Devotion, (Harper, 1940). 
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_ death is to turn it into a cocoon within which each member spins 
_ precious threads of self-perfection giving not a thought to the 
victims of injustice in the outer world. Another way to defeat the 
_ purpose is to work only at stopping war or white imperialism 
neglecting the ultimate power that alone can transform this world. 
There is a kind of social effort that makes the members hard, fixed, 
unloving and fanatical as so many driven nails. 

This is all rather theoretical. Let us therefore glance at a cell 
in operation. This particular one has been running for several 
years. It could be more alive. But at least it is struggling and 
doesn’t merely exist on paper. The time is 6:10 P.M. when we gaze 
upon it. The place is in the sanctuary of a church, unlightéd. 

You sneak in on tiptoe hoping nobody will observe how late 
you are. The others should be on time. But only three are there 
before you. That’s bad. Since God, however, is truth there is no 
point in exaggerating the promptness and thus the maturity of 
this cell for all its years of practice. Another weakness. Seventeen 
people are supposed to be present. That’s too many. Generally 
after supper, downstairs, the group breaks into two subgroups to 
study some special aspect of prayer and meditation. This gives a 
chance for the more intimate comparing of notes and exploration 
that a cell should enjoy. But tonight there will be no subdividing. 

How good it is to be with friends like this, focusing the whole 
being on what is most important! And it’s something, too, to be 
in the body. . . . Somebody coughs. Your mind ricochets to 
China where once on the Great Wall you heard a coolie make a 
sound like that. Here, bring the searchlight of attention back to 
where it belongs. 

You do. For five seconds. Is that rain outside? Who’s coming in 
so late? Those chairs certainly squeak when anybody sits down. 
I think I’ll cough. No, that would be inconsiderate of the others. 
Can they hear me swallow? Oh dear, I shouldn’t have eaten that 
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second helping of pie. There now, that’s better. Think of De 
Caussade’s point: Don’t worry about the past or the future. This 
moment is all you have. What’s that noise over there? Why, he 
must be snoring! One should be so completely absorbed in “that 
Other Drummer” that one does not notice the interruption. But 
one does—and with a sort of joy. Is that because, in contrast to 
the snorer, one is oneself so athletic? It is because one just likes 
distractions for their own sake. 

But such inattention of the surface mind is by no means all 
that happens. The squeaks and catcalls, as when you change from 
one radio station to another, are not important. What is important 
is that which comes through to the listener in spite of all the 
static. No distraction is quite able to drown out the invitation—or 
is it a command?—that is always there to be heeded. “Give me 
your heart.” 

So it is 7:00 p.m. Someone stands. Everybody rises to join in 
a circle, holding hands a moment as a reminder that although 
community to be vital must be vertical, eventually it has to express 
itself in the horizontal relationships of life. 

The supper in the church kitchen ought to be simple. The 
original plan was to have nothing more than soup and bread 
with tea. Actually cheese and jam have slipped in, along with 
some not very ascetic cookies. You put in the cup what a good 
dinner might have cost, and after expenses are deducted the rest 
of the money will go into the project for establishing relation- 
ship with victims of the war in Germany and Japan. 

Most of the members have been devoting a great deal of energy 
and in some cases money to packing the food and clothing and 
to writing the letters that are sent abroad. On this particular 
evening a young man recently returned from summer work camps 
in Europe puts a startling question. Might not this Lady Bountiful 
activity, he wonders, be evil? No, answers a social worker, “when 
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it brings back a response like this.” Before the dishes are washed 
a letter is read. It seems that the sisters over there in the German 
parish this church has “‘adopted” were provided with dresses but 
there was nothing when the box arrived for little Hans. “The next 
one, perhaps,” the father comforts him, “may have warm under- 
drawers and a pair of size three shoes for you.” 

The table cleared, the seventeen resume their places around 
it. Someone asks what the others think of the selection from 
Fénelon which one of the members read aloud while the others 
ate. “The Catholic part left me cold,” another says. 

“Overfastidiousness can become a sin,” the reader chides. 

A report is discussed. It is from the three who were asked to 
work out a list of questions which each member, the three recom- 
mend, should ask himself from time to time—as a check against 
slackness. It is mimeographed and is two pages long, allowing 
plenty of blank space for the answers: Which books of devotional 
reading help the most? What posture for meditation do you find 
best? What times? How many hours a week do you put in? 
When? What re-minders-do you use in between? How about 
silence before and after your times of prayer? What do you do 
about fasting, secret good works, control of moods as steps toward 
training the will? Do you take into sufficient account exercise, 
hours of sleep, and recreation? In what situations does the ego 
get most in the way? Does the work of intercession mean more 
to you than it did? 

It is nine o’clock, stopping time; the seventeen stand and again 
the reaching out of hands. Slowly “Our Father” is repeated. 
Mechanically? Self-consciously? Of course no mind has for 
every second of that concluding prayer given complete obedience 
or attention. Yet all have once again been called to the faith which 
haunts this group: “God is, we are in His presence now.” 

Once or twice a year there is a weekend off in the mountains 
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for a special spell together at being re-minded of the presence 
that is above all names. At one such training period findings were 
pooled. A social worker confided how almost impossible it was, 
going over routine charts, to remember what it was all about. 
But to remember was the aim. Another, a nurse, said, “When I’m 
on the ward I tell myself as often as I can, ‘You’re waiting on 
Him. Making this bed is a gesture toward Him.’” Her husband 
added, “When I catch myself starting to chatter about other mem- 
bers of the hospital staff where I work, I try to recall our com- 
mitment and turn my attention to God.” A mother said, “When 
the children get especially irritating I substitute two positive 
thoughts for one negative one—if I can think of it, which isn’t 
often.” A social worker with too heavy a case load shyly admitted, 
“I’m trying to keep people in God’s light. Before going into a 
house I tell myself, ‘God is love. He is going in there with you.’ ” 
Another repeated what had bubbled up out of meditation a few 
weeks before, “This world is a handkerchief dropped on the 
meadow of God’s eternity.” 

Unless we’re in a magnetic, encouraging field such as that 
which a small group offers, we too easily become disheartened 
about that seemingly impossible command: “Let your good will 
be all-including, even as the good will of your heavenly Father 
includes all.” There is no cheap way of getting to and staying 
on that level where men breathe freely in the confidence that every 
situation is a summons to grow. But a cell can definitely encourage 
in each member the desire to reach this level. It can charge its 
members with a sense of direction and offer practical help in 
continuing the climb. 

One of the most important functions of a group is to stimulate 
and guide devotional reading. Among the books this particular 
cell has found useful are: The Art of Mental Prayer (particularly 
the chapter on “Some Difficulties”) by Bede Frost; Training for 
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the Life of the Spirit, two pamphlets by Gerald Heard, also 
his A Preface to Prayer; Evelyn Underhill’s books especially 
Abba Father; Creative Prayer by Elizabeth Herman; Spiritual 
_ Exercises by Aelfrida Tillyard; Letters to Men, Letters to Women, 
both by Fénelon; Selected Mystical Writings of William Law 
edited by Stephen Hobhouse; Journal by John Woolman; parts 
of The Power of Non-Violence by Richard Gregg; Introduction 
to the Devout Life by Saint Francis of Sales. The new anonymous 
paraphrase of The Cloud of Unknowing has been studied with 
profit by some members but not by all, as have parts or flashes 
from The Complete Works of St. John of the Cross. Also helpful 
is Doors into Life by Douglas Steere, an introduction to five devo- 
tional classics. Some weeks the cell members study, say, the Gospels 
of Matthew or Luke or John at home and then bring their findings 
to the weekly discussion. 

Certain basic questions are meditated upon. The method is this. 
Before concluding a meeting, each member states what is puzzling 
or haunting him. Then the cell agrees on a single most pertinent 
one. On one occasion the question for everybody to consider for 
a week was, “What shall I do with my time?” On another, “Sup- 
' pose, these next seven days, I think of every incident not as mere 
accident but as being alive with meaning?” 

The relation between cells and spiritual power has yet to be 
explored. Great movements have started out of the intimacy and 
mutual reinforcement that seem to be available only through such 
focused association. 

The cell that Jesus started cannot be duplicated but we can 
work on some of the conditions. There was only one rule: that 
the members from their center care for one another. The eleven 
deviated. Jesus never did. At the last meal when they are all 
together there is a demonstration of what community can be. The 
wounds and bruises are obvious. It is not possible for teammates 
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intimately, earnestly aspiring to the spiritual life to avoid such 
tests of trust and sensitivity. If we are casual we may not notice 
the fact. We bump into it when the group means business. No 
monastery, as it has already been suggested, would testify other- 
wise. The impact of will upon will—that is the raw material out 
of which cells are made. 

Watch how Jesus responds to the problem. James and John 
argue as to which shall corner the most prestige: Jesus takes the 
lowest position available and washes everybody’s feet. Peter 
boasts. The Master points out the absurdity then reveals to him 
how he is going to be a fountain of strength to them all. Judas 
squirms at the table beside his best friend, tensely brooding over 
an alternative to the way of his lord. Even so, there is ungrudg- 
ingly shared with him the bread broken for men. 

If “unlimited liability” is the secret of the cell’s vitality, here 
it is in plain sight. This is my very blood poured out for you. 

Our churches must not lose this inward drive. They are too much 
given to size—the mistake of the dinosaur. That is why Kagawa 
prefers a congregation no larger than thirty—thirty active and 
dedicated participants. Because the fellowship of our churches is 
so diffused we have to put more emphasis on cells without making 
exaggerated claims as to the good they will accomplish. Actually, 
if alive, they neither detract from interest in the larger body nor 
from social concern. Instead, they sometimes channel into the 
congregation and into the ecumenical movement and maybe the 
right kind of social revolution a surprising amount of freshness. 

The real church is not a show window that rejoices chiefly in 
statistics nor is it the pomp and circumstance together with 
despair and downright sin that only those of us who have thrown 
our lives into the movement have the right to describe. The 
church is the continuing chain reaction of teamwork that Jesus 
enjoyed with his friends on the Galilean lake, among the people 


~“GELLS” 129 


on the shore, at the source of the Jordan, walking up to Jerusalem 


‘to challenge the powers-that-be, but perhaps most of all at that 


last supper together where the ultimate in cell experience took 


_ place. It not only did something to the disciples which ever since 


has been making this world different. It also did something to 
Jesus. It helped him to go on. 

One of the most hopeful developments within organized religion 
today is the hunger, the bold reaching out after energy, clarity 
of aim, assurance and solidarity which membership in a cell 
should be the means of communicating. Returning from a world 


Christian youth conference in Europe, young Negro and white 


Americans of both continents, together with Chinese and Hindus, 
felt this pressure upon them as every morning in small groups 


_ they met together on the deck of the ship. The place where they 


discussed plans and prayed was symbolic. 

- It was in the abandoned gun turrets out of which death had 
blazed at faraway targets only a few years before. As they squatted 
there, shoulder to shoulder, brooding over a civilization in danger 


_ of being fissionized, they felt that life, redemptive life, was now 
' being poured through their deep desire into the open sores of 


_ the world. 


CHAPTER 10 
ee Fa 


FAITH IS NO PRIVATE AFFAIR 


THE PROBLEM OF RELATING POWER TO SOCIAL CHANGE, THE INNER 
to the outer life, the unseen reality to the obvious “actualities,” 
is complicated and hard. The temptation is to emphasize one at 
the expense of the other and thus split our world apart. 

Three interlocking power systems deepen and widen the split. 
They are group arrogance, the will to seek money first, and 
organized dependence on violence. These three ways of mocking 
God, Jesus challenged with an audacity that is still the hope of 
the world. 

Ever since he was a twelve-year-old boy when his father took 
him for his first visit to the Court of the Gentiles in the great 
Temple of Jerusalem, Jesus must have been haunted by what he 
saw there. Any sensitive boy would be. People born on the wrong 
racial or cultural side of the tracks were patronizingly allowed 
to seek the God of the Jews. But could they worship in such a 
place? The noise was shocking. The economic exploitation was 
blasphemous. The agents of Caiaphas, the high priest, seemed to 
be there only to make money by cheating innocent fellow country- 
men. This was their technique. A pilgrim not understanding that 
God wants “mercy not sacrifice” and seeking atonement for his 
family, would bring an animal to be slaughtered by the priests 
on the altar upstairs. He has carried it more than a hundred miles 
for this purpose. Arriving at the Court of the Gentiles he presents 
it to the hard-faced inspector. 
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“That lamb’s no good here—it’s blemished. You'll have to buy 
the one the priests have certified.” 

“How much?” 

“Six dollars and thirty-five cents.” 

This is unexpected. The pilgrim hands over nearly all he has 
with him. 

“Tt will take an extra dollar and twenty cents to change that 
into temple money,” says the agent. 

The poor farmer is stripped. Nothing is left for the return trip 
home. Back to the village near Damascus he will have to go with- 
out food unless he begs. He will not only be disillusioned about 
the Temple. He may lose faith in prayer itself. Caiaphas, mean- 
_ while, is consolidating his economic power through this temple 
_ rake-off. 

The contempt for personality does not stop with exploited 
Jewish farmers. It reaches its climax in a sign on the wall aimed 
at those who are not of the Jewish “race.” Remember, this is 
_ about the only official place in Jerusalem where non-Jews in the 
Temple can pray to Yahweh, the God of the chosen people—here 
where all this clamor and extortion make of worship a travesty. 
_ The words on the wall are not so bold as those that follow but 
the import is the same: 

_ If anybody who doesn’t have the right blood in his veins 
attempts to go up these steps toward where the priests are offering 
~ animal sacrifice, he will be lynched. | 

For years Jesus has been brooding over the denial of solidarity 
back of this insult. Now he acts. Against it he liberates the accumu- 
lated soul force of whole nights, perhaps eighteen years or more, 
of prayer. 

You know in your hearts, we can almost catch the overtone of 
profound sorrow in Jesus’ voice as he speaks from his center to 
the money-changers, you know that this is wrong. Isaiah declared 
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that the Temple was to be a place of prayer for all races. You 
have turned it, as Jeremiah said, into a “den of thieves.” 

Do you think Jesus lost his temper when he quoted Isaiah and 
Jeremiah? No doubt the money-changers lost theirs, as they upset 
the tables in the frantic effort to escape what blazed forth from 
Jesus’ eyes into their consciences. No doubt some of the young 
Galileans had a good time scattering the animals along with the 
agents of exploitation and race prejudice. But this was not a dis- 
play of war force, not on Jesus’ part. He had agonized too long 
over this situation, he had surveyed it too thoroughly the day ~ 
before and prayed over it under the trees of Olivet too many 
hours—to yield to the kind of righteous indignation that excuses 
war. 

Into the inner citadel of Mammon, i.e., Money, hiding behind 
but egging on priestly arrogance that exalts itself by keeping 
others down, Jesus poured such a current of soul force, truth 
force, love force—call it what you will—that those in power had 
to decide. They had either to be indifferent, angry, or made over. 
They preferred to be angry. In less than a week, almost within 
hearing distance of the Court of the Gentiles, they celebrated their 
temporary triumph over the carpenter from Galilee. If he was 
right, they sneered as the soldiers gambled for the tortured man’s 
garments, let him come down from his cross. Then they would 
believe. 

Is it not better, however, to die there in seeming ineffectiveness 
on the third level than on the second level to deny the nature of 
God? The cross is not the lesser of two evils. No! Such good can 
come out of the cross that we can at least sense why Jesus seized 
it, not because he had to but because he chose to with the consent 
of every nerve of his being. 

What did the nature of God which Jesus affirmed on the cross 
demand of men? Economic justice in place of exploitation, uni- 
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versal respect for men in place of prejudice. Was that all? It also 
implied the uprooting of the whole set of desires and reflexes 
which build up and implement totalitarian violence. But this is 
reading a modern problem into that which never entered the 
mind of Jesus, someone objects. Let’s not be too sure. If Jesus 
had done what the devil in the first temptation urged him to do, 
if he had become an armed insurrectionist or at least one who 
relied unconsciously on the method of mass violence as so many 
religionists do, he would not later have heard his own people 
_ shout, We want Barabbas, not Jesus, freed. The deification of 

‘group survival which even then was beginning to turn into a 
religion insatiably devouring all religions as nationalism in the 
name of race, class or creed threatens to do today, the deification 
of group survival would not have been offended. Jesus might 
eventually have been honored with a monument in a public 
square at Nazareth. As it was his neighbors almost lynched him 
there. And later the countrymen whose eyes he tried to open did 
succeed in murdering him in their own capital city. 

At this point it must be emphasized that Jesus was crucified 
not alone for his radical idea of patriotism but for several reasons. 
He challenged the economic racket and the superiority complex 
of the temple leaders. He treated the Sabbath as made for man 
and not man for it. Moreover, he confronted all men with the 
hardest but most wonderful thing there is in life to face and that 
is the Eternal Now, the current of life that is always inviting us 
to respond to its beauty and truth. But that other reason why so 
many fellow citizens assented to his death we must not minimize. 
It was his refusal to put any weight upon the force that nationalists 
and zealots too gullibly trust. 

The defenders of country or justice who saw no farther than 
Level Two were convinced that Jesus was giving in to evil with the 
weakness of Level One, aiding and abetting the enemy. They did 
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not understand, and Jesus forgave them for not understanding, 
that the only ultimate way to eradicate the evil crystallized in 
the Roman Empire was to love it out of Roman hearts and all 
men’s hearts. Their sense of urgency was guided by hate inspired 
by fear. That of Jesus was guided by good will which drives out 
fear. 

Jesus’ attack was revolutionary. The method was new; positive | 
instead of negative. You were to love the enemy, pray for him, 
do good to him. In that way you would share the nature of God. 
Did not the word “Father” have to be thus joined to the word 
“our”? 

Of a Roman captain, representing concentrated power that 
would crucify a Jew for stealing a small bird, Jesus said in admi- 
ration, “I have never seen such faith, no, not in all Israel.” What 
was this quality of attention that flashed for a moment out of 
the deep will of the soldier? If we could understand it and act 
on the insight our own lives would henceforth be touched with 
magic. The thing that Jesus was always looking for in people was 
the radioactive capacity to forget self, to go out toward the welfare 
of others in dynamic trust, to respond to the urgency of the 
Eternal Now with abandon and confident acceptance. Here in 
the Centurion is this gift. It has nothing to do with race or finan- 
cial standing or empire. It has everything to do with manhood. 
Behold a human being breaking through the petty frames in 
which—unless we watch out—we are always seeing other persons 
and ourselves! This individual which Jesus sees is too big and 
too complex for any preconceived picture. The clothes, the old 
labels are not the point. The point is what can pour through him. 
Healing energy cannot help but so pour through such aliveness. 
Does the Galilean’s love of the Roman create in the other this 
quality or does the love only discover and stimulate it? What 
matter if the Roman’s servant is made well? And he is—though 
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Jesus perhaps never touches him with his hands or searches him 


with his eyes. There is a special reason. In that Centurion the 


power of forgiveness is at work and forgiveness means spiritual 
recovery that often becomes physical recovery—not alone for the 


person who conveys it but also for the person to whom it is 


conveyed. 

There is nothing in previous history quite like Jesus’ good 
will toward the “enemy.” He advocated, and possibly as a youth 
again and again practiced, going literally the second mile with 
the agents of tyranny, not with the tyranny itself. But with its 


victims. Men could be victims in that bad machine as well as 


victims wnder it. 

No soldier of the occupying forces seems to have become an 
immediate disciple of Jesus while he lived, but at least one tax 
gatherer did; and a tax gatherer who collaborated with the 
oppressor was, in a sense, more of an enemy than the foreign 
invader himself. But these tools of oppression, to Jesus, were 


- not merely tools. They were men who had a conscience that might 


be reached. They too were potential revealers of God’s all-pervad- 


‘ing friendliness. One of them left his money tables to go along 
with Jesus in his venture of discovering and bringing into the 
sunlight the capacity for faith that is in all men. Matthew was 


probably with Jesus when a seemingly case-hardened and hope- 
less fifth-columnist by the name of Zacchaeus found himself 
answering the Great Encourager’s creative expectation with an 


‘unpredictable commitment. The announcement may have been 


elaborated during the dinner of appreciation that Zacchaeus gave 


to Jesus and his disciples. For him it was an inner as well as an 


outer revolution whose dynamics he had caught from Jesus. He 

would make restitution for the cheating he had done in Jericho. 

He would share half of what he had left with the poor. 
Nonpartisan good will like that of Jesus, his countrymen found 
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it hard to endure. It was appeasement. It would only soften 
resistance to Rome. What could it do but play into the hands of 
the fascists? Of course the people of Jesus’ day did not have those 
words. They did, however, have the same attitudes and these are 
the attitudes that wreck civilization. If civilization falls to pieces 
today it will largely be because a majority of us have chosen a 
method completely at variance with that which Jesus gave his life 
to incarnate. 

The issue of basic method comes to its sharpest focus perhaps 
in economics. From now on this issue will be increasingly sharp. 
The process that produces and distributes goods, thanks | to 
advancing technology, is going to become a giant even bigger 
than anything we have yet seen. Will the giant use the power in 
his hands like a giant? We cannot dodge the question. Apologists 
for the status quo will explain that he is using his strength for 
the general good. We still have to ask, Do the means harmonize 
with the end? On the Mount of Temptation Jesus seems to have 
made up his mind once and for all about how, fundamentally, 
to bring about human welfare. Man must have bread. Man has 
to pray that his neighbor over the entire world have bread. But 
is there not a plus beyond bread? Man cannot live except by 
every word that proceeds out of the mouth of God—beauty, good- 
ness and truth, faith, hope and love, the values of the family and 
the total human tribe; not just the little chunk of it that boasts of 
boundary lines. Man has to let his every effort to get or share 
bread be judged by this overall demand that comes direct from 
the nature of God. Man must be whole in intimate fellowship 
with the Whole. 

Such ethical rigor, such all-inclusiveness, appears to those on 
Level Two to be only the romanticizing of Level One. It is “selling 
out to the enemy,” say the social zealots of our day as the social 
zealots of Jesus’ day said of him. The enemy is there. He is Dives, 
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the man who wields the whip of high finance. We must dispose of 
him with no silly qualms. If we fail, he will keep Lazarus, the pro- 
letariat, starving at the gate, whom an enervating religion of 
inwardness makes insensitive to the demands of justice. But sup- 
pose Lazarus tears down the gate and builds it into a barricade, 
liquidating Dives and expropriating his purple and fine linen. 
What good will it do, if Dives conquers Lazarus’ heart? 

A Swiss observer shoves the point home in a parable. The 
minnows, it seems, were tired of being consumed by the pike. 
So at their shallow end of the lake they held a huge protest 


_- meeting. Out of it developed a plan. It sounded reasonable. They 


would search out where the pike laid their eggs, then go to eat 
them. The birth of future predators would thus be controlled— 
through preventative income and inheritance taxes and the like. 

The pike heard of the resolutions the minnows passed. They 
“sent one of their number with what they explained was a more 
constructive plan. After flipping a sympathetic fin and looking 
appropriately sorry the representative said, “We pike appreciate 
the difficulty you minnows are having. We have accordingly 
worked out a procedure which we think you will consider fair. 
Once a year three minnows will be allowed to become pike.” 

Every little minnow then said in his heart, “Just think, some 
_ day I may be a pike.” 

The problem is within as well as outside. This, some on the 
left don’t easily see. They have let themselves be overimpressed 
by the way reactionaries talk about the inner life and they have 
rebounded in disgust that is fortified by their reading of Karl 
Marx. One hardly blames them. Listen to this. It is the quietistic 
plea of a prominent officer of the National Association of Manu- 
facturers: “The church should concern itself with only the soul 
and the after-life, and should not bother with such earthly things 
as the economic welfare and political life of the congregation.” 
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That is complacency speaking, on Level One, and it may be less 
ready for inner change than the compassion of Level Two pro- 
testing, however crudely. 

We of the churches deny everything Jesus stood for unless we 
too stand by the disinherited for whom he gave his life. But we 
must never deny our center of reference, which is God’s love and 
truth. There is a show-window aspect of the church for which the 
disinherited rightly have contempt. It sings and gargles brother- 
hood. At the same time without the honesty to placard the words 
on the front door, it sometimes acts on the assumption that one 
sees on the wall of certain restaurants that accept without dis- 
crimination the doctrine of discrimination, “We reserve the right 
to refuse service to anyone.” 

One of my Negro friends, a young minister, preached at a 
morning church service conducted by white young people who 
were entertaining him at a conference. They were happy to have 
broken down the wall of segregation. That night, the conference 
over, he dropped into a back seat of the same church to worship. 
An usher not recognizing the guest of the morning touched him 
on the arm and escorted my friend outside suggesting that he 
must be in the wrong church. It was the wrong church. It was 
the institutionalized darkness, the organized egocentricity back 
of the show window, that has nothing to do with the mind of 
Jesus. But behind the nonsense and blasphemy, there is the real 
church that does not betray its Lord nor abandon his concern 
for the masses, and the young people were groping toward that 
church. It is not always, though it can be, where the stained-glass 
windows are. At one service of worship, the real invisible church 
back of all the failures, for a moment became manifest. A Negro 
soldier, who happened to be a member, returning from rough 
action in the European theater, was asked to say a few words. On 
the pulpit were the photographs of the four young men who had 
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been killed in the war a few months before. Two were his good 
friends. They had gone to church-school with him and to the 
young people’s parties. The survivor who would never have to 
go back to combat looked a few seconds at the photographs. 
Then he started to speak: 

“A soldier, if he comes back, likes to say how good it is to be 
home, but I see my friends here—” 

The sentence he could not finish. Standing mutely there before 
the congregation he bowed his head and began to cry. The sorrow 
was uncontrollable. Almost instantly the worshipers in the pews 


felt it themselves. The brokenness of a world at war was speaking 


with overwhelming authority. The grief was deeper than race, 
deeper than words, deeper than opinion or anything that separates 
man from man. The silence broken by the soldier’s sobs, was fire 
fusing everybody together. After a few moments he was led back 
to his seat still overcome by his suffering and loss. A white-haired 
saint with a glowing face was sitting near. The minister asked 
him to pray. He stood up. The whole human situation he laid 
before God in utter humility. Like Christ he was praying out of 
the sorrow and the perplexity that make mankind one. 

The real church, however invisible, is for all the hurt, all the 
exploited of the earth with a caring that shuts out none. 

I cannot forget the confession of faith, not cynicism, of a tanned 
wrinkled woman on what was probably the longest picket line 
in the world. It was around a great fifty-million-dollar grape 
ranch in the San Joaquin Valley in California. She, along with 
eleven hundred or so other agricultural workers, was trying to ~ 
build up a union so there could be collective bargaining and a 
chance to work under more humane conditions. 

Asked why she was there, this woman replied firmly, “We 
aren’t against the owner. We are fighting against principalities 
and powers, spiritual wickedness in high places.” That was good 
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scripture. She didn’t hate anybody. She was simply trying to apply 
her Christian faith in a Christian way. Or so it seemed to one 
visitor. 

Another woman on that line told how she could hardly know 
on Saturday nights whether or not she would be able to take 
the children to church-school the next day. If the pickets won 
their strike she could plan ahead. The work hours would then 
be regularized. And maybe she could stay home with the children 
since her husband would probably be making enough at the 
ranch. There were two children. It cost the mother two dollars 
a day to keep them in the nursery for every day she worked, and 
twenty-five cents bus fare. Her last pay check was for twenty-six 
dollars for two weeks’ work. Out of that she would have to deduct 
twenty-two dollars and fifty cents for nursery expenses and trans- 
portation. If she stayed home three days in succession to take 
care of a sick child she would be discharged. 

The real church champions those two women and all the dis- 
possessed of the great human family. If it doesn’t, it isn’t the 
real church. But in what spirit and by what methods? That 
question we will increasingly have to explore. 

At this moment our plight is serious. On the surface of this 
earth are more than two billions of us with far too little 
to eat. By the end of the century there will be, at the 
present rate of increase, half as many again. But erosion 
is eating up arable land. In other ways the planet’s assets 
are being wasted. Overpopulation is thus a serious matter. There 
is no panacea but there are responsibilities especially for the 
church. One is to help peasants of less fortunate lands toward 
achieving voluntary parenthood. Foxes in finance would not 
approve: they don’t welcome the idea of birth control among 
rabbits. They want cheap labor in great quantities abroad as well 
as at home. Let prices be up and wages down. That’s the way to 
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keep our standards of living right. What shall organized religion 
say or do about all this? Will it support the effort to make life 
rarer so that human beings will be less easy prey to the predators? 
Will it back up organized labor and try to rectify abuses within 
as well as against organized labor by nonviolent methods? Will 
it encourage the spread of co-operatives? Will it vote toward the 
sharing of power? A clear answer from the church at Level Three 
has yet to be heard. 

Individual churches now send cans of Multi-purpose food to 
the undernourished of many lands. Church-school children find 


_- it fun shipping heifers to Dresden or goats to Hiroshima. But 


these gestures must not be substituted for larger collective action. 
We have to put upon governments the pressure of a Christianized 
conscience to deliver our neighbor from undernourishment and 

disease, ignorance and oppression, on an even greater scale than 
"we are now attempting; not for political purposes but simply 
because they are men. Such social action is not for its own sake 
and for the unconscious craving for display, if it comes from the 
third Level. It is rather an unavoidable by-product of the love 
of God; a sort of prayer offered up to Him that the inner life of 
_ man shall neither wither nor die. Unless we so act we ask for the 

emptiness which William Law deplored. “A Christ not in us is... 
a Christ not ours.” 

But technology, we are enthusiastically told, without religion, 
will do the trick. Just give the scientific spirit the green light. 
Think of the yeasts full of vitamins and proteins soon to be 
produced in vast quantities; the starch and sugar that will be 
manufactured by the same principles that leaf green uses to trans- 
form sunlight and minerals from the soil into the basic food that 
keeps all life alive; and those wonderful isotopes from the nuclear 
physicists’ laboratory that will cure diseases hitherto baffling to 
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mankind. Won’t all these benefits become available for the two 
or three billions on the planet? 

No, they won’t—if the will is lacking, or if the will to save 
becomes tied to movements that twist it into something else. 

On Level One we don’t care what happens to the disinherited, 
the underprivileged, the victimized. On Level Two we care too 
much. We care so much that our compunction lets itself be 
exploited by a method that will only defeat compunction. This is 
how it happens. It has happened to one of my energetic and 
idealistic friends who is so shocked by his experience of standing ~ 
beside students as they were being beheaded by the local dictator 
that now he is ready to shoot that dictator if the opportunity 
comes. Get the dictator out of the way. Then the peasants whom 
those students were trying to help will have their fair portion of 
rice. But will they? Can organized injustice bring justice in? 

The confusion starts in our imagination. At the side of the 
Jericho road we picture a man beaten up by robbers, groaning, 
with nobody in sight that cares. Adepts of the inner life have 
passed by on the other side. We won’t play that priest’s game or 
fall for the Levite’s escapism. We'll rush an ambulance down 
there and we'll do the dirty work ourselves. On the door of the 
ambulance in big letters are the words Goop SAMARITAN. The 
motive is so noble we don’t scrutinize the method. So, since the 
terrain in the direction of Jericho is dangerous, we take some 
weapons along, in case. “This time it’s different.” The sirens are 
turned on. We’re out to rescue the fellow man whom the pious 
were too prissy to touch. 

If we had prayed more, if we had not been in such a hurry 
we might have been more objective. As it is, the fascinating guns 
we took along capture our attention. Before we know what is 
happening the driver is taking a detour far, far indeed from our 
original objective. “Somewhere around here,” he says grimly, 
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“is where the robbers live.” That noise from behind that wall 
sounds like a shot. Snipers! Reflexly we use the weapons so close 
at hand. The compassion that started us on our mission quickly 
turns into adrenalin, the will to help into the lust to take revenge. 
Our energy now devotes itself to destroying this whole community. 
What of the bleeding victim we came to save? He continues to 
bleed. We never get to him. 

That is how it is with the method that trusts to the guns, no 
matter what the alleged ideals it claims to serve. It never does 
quite get there. By its nature it can’t. The illusion that it can is 
one of the most deadly illusions now threatening the’ world. 
Generally it takes this form of self-justification. War force is 
neutral, we say. Our hearts are pure, or at least our purpose is. 
If war force is in our hands it therefore becomes right. If it is in 
_our opponents’ hands that makes it wrong: his motives are bad. 

What we have to realize is that the method known as war 
by its very character is wrong. No motive we wrap it in or asso- 
ciate it with can make it right. Suppose our aim is to rescue the 
world from what we believe is a bad economic and political and 
religious pattern. That is no excuse for saying that victory is all 
important and a thing is good if it helps our side to win whereas 
a thing is bad if and only if it obstructs our winning. 

Our opponents may not like to admit these things: the denial 
of civil liberties in the fond hope that the withering of the state 
will thus be speeded up, is still the denial of civil liberties; con- 
centration camps, until the classless society comes, are still 
concentration camps; “justice” ushered in by organized injustice 
is something else; the passion for equality that rests upon that 
which betrays it soon degenerates into the will to power. 

But aren’t there some things we too have to admit? The war 
system promising for a little while to prevent economic disin- 
tegration only dams up that which later will break upon us all 
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the more destructively like an uncontrolled flood; the standards 
of living it “protects” are walled off too snobbishly from others. 
In any case, can individuality be preserved by a strategy that 
holds individuality in complete contempt? Will being prepared 
to obliterate those who profess that religion is opium really 
uphold our faith? Will Christ be confessed the better tomorrow 
if we deny his way today? The Eternal Now applies to us as well 
as to our neighbors on the other side of the fence of which we are 
so proud. We also have to see that love is not love if it is only 
for tomorrow. Belief in the truth is not belief if we don’t attempt 
acting on it today. 

In this contest that is now splitting the world there has to be 
an arbiter. We must have an “intuition of eternity” from that 
arbiter, or perish. Where shall we find it? Back there within the 
potentiality in all of us to live on Level Three. The choice need 
not be limited to liquidation or atomization. There can be the 
pressure of truth such as Gandhi politically demonstrated and it 
can begin to be exerted through us. It will not come cheaply. We 
will have to win it out of rigorous disciplines in self-purification. 
The target for truth force is our own conscience as well as the 
conscience of those we think are menacing us. It is not a weapon 
so much as a way of life. But it can move mountains of suspicion 
and resentment—if we act on it with the boldness of him who said, 
“Only believe.” 

Must we wait until everybody else in our group is convinced 
that everybody else in the other group is also ready to believe? 
Can we not start betting our life on the third alternative now? 

Granted the difficulty of reaching and awakening our own and 
the other man’s capacity to trust what binds us all together, it is 
there in each of us. Because it is there we can stop pitting our 


nation’s ego against the other nation’s destructive pride. Speaking 
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from our real self we have it in us to say to those we formerly 
feared: 

You can reject our vision of what is best if you wish. We will 
search for the good in yours. You, too, have a conscience. If greed 
or panic in us has been masquerading as love of God, help us 
remove that beam from our eye, so that we can see our neighbor 
in his need and not keep everything for ourselves. We have a 
concern for your welfare. There are some things we will never 
do against you no matter what you may do to us. The door between 
us and you we will never lock or bar. 

Life sponsors faith that so dares; if we don’t, how can our 
inner and outer lives become one? 


CHAPTER 11 


ee as 


“DO IT FIRST” 


WHAT IS HAPPENING INTERNATIONALLY IS NOT “AN ACT OF GOD.” 
It is an earthquake fathered by our own panic, a hurricane we 
have let loose out of the confusion within. It was not the misery 
in the outside world that impressed Brother Lawrence, and he 
had seen much; as a soldier in his teens in the Thirty Years’ 
War he had heard of mothers eating their own children. What 
made the old saint wonder was not the economic or political 
trouble everywhere but the lovelessness in men’s inner citadel, 
the failure to live up to the inward light. We are not so spiritually 
advanced. We are only shocked at our external predicament. 
Certainly it is amazing. 

Our world is split. There we stand, you and I, rigidly facing 
each other. All you can see is my bulging right-hand pocket. You 
don’t know exactly what I am clutching. You do know it is a 
terrible threat to your own security. But I, too, am fascinated by 
horror, the horror of what you may toss out of your pocket at me. 
We are both feverish, on the edge of delirium. My hope is that 
fear of reprisals will prevent your emptying your bottle or 
package on me. You are hazarding everything on your capacity 
to make me suffer. The trouble is we are only five yards apart 
and there’s no cover for either of us to run to. We are both vul- 
nerable. The tension is piling up so fast it is becoming unbearable. 
Wouldn’t it be better, then, if I threw my atomic or bacteriological 
container right away. 

“Do it first!” says the Sermon on the Mount. That, we are told, 
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is its briefest summary. But the initiative urged by the Sermon 
on the Mount is from Level Three, not Level Two. The urgency 
is from a higher source than fear of what may happen to our skins. 

On Level One you do nothing. You only acquiesce. Principles 
don’t count. They never put icing on anybody’s cake. Let that 
bully attack someone miles away if he feels like it. He isn’t putting 
me in concentration camp. Trouble ahead? Why bring that up? 
I’m eating, drinking and having a good time. Tomorrow can take 
care of itself. 

On Level One, evil is not on the mind. On Level Two, not much 
else is. Here one is preoccupied with the evil of Tomorrow and 
the Other Person. But Level Two is probably a step up. Principles 
matter. They matter so much that you would rather kill any num- 
ber of people than see your principles perish. And they will 
perish, you are sure, if you are too sanctimonious or hesitant 
about methods. Evil is a fact. There’s a lot of it in this crazy 
world. It will spread unless you stop it. So, look it straight in the 
eyes, down it with any weapon you can lay hands on. 

On Level Three you take the offensive. But it is a totally dif- 
ferent offensive from that of war as we have been trying and will 
continue trying to understand. You see evil, far more of it than 
does the man who feels he must use evil methods. But you don’t 
let it hypnotize you. Instead, you see through it into the power 
that alone can overcome evil where it breeds in the dark and deep 
intent of men. That power is not for the future alone. It is to be 
channeled throughout this instant of time. 

Merlin Bishop could have reacted to the evil springing at him 
with the cowardly indifference of Level One or with the anger 
of Level Two. Because he had trained himself to trust the energy 
that never hates the vehicles of hate he was able to act with the 
freedom of Level Three. He was in China, responsible for the 
college buildings, and he was the only American on the premises. 
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Approaching machine-gun fire announced that his faith would 
soon be put to the test. Could he take it? One never knows till 
the ordeal is over. A small detachment of Japanese marched up 
and demanded the keys. Merlin explained his position. He could 
not possibly hand them over. It would be a betrayal of duty. The 
officer finally accepted the situation. There were replacements. 
Merlin still held the keys and the buildings were not used for 
barracks. 

Then a different type of officer arrived. Merlin’s pleas this time 
had no effect. Three Japanese soldiers were impatiently ordered 
to take aim. Merlin looked down the rifle barrels still trying to 
make his point. He bore no enmity. They knew that. They also 
knew he could not conscientiously go back on his obligation. 

“Your last chance. Surrender the keys.” 

The officer paused. He did not bark the expected command. 
Slowly the fingers were taken away from the triggers. With a look 
on their faces half of sheepishness and half of admiration, the 
soldiers lowered their rifles. One of them was furious. Running 
back a few yards to gain momentum, he charged. 

“Just a little more love, O God,” Merlin prayed, “just a little 
more love,” and he kept his eyes on the other. 

When the bayonet was a few feet away he stepped aside, seized 
the butt of the rifle and threw his other arm around the body of 
the Japanese. Firmly he held him there. “That was one case,” he 
said later, “when it seemed all right to grab a gun.” 

The Japanese glared. Merlin, leaning over, smiled. After several 
seconds, the other relaxed. The hatred was thawing into something 
very like an answering smile.1 

He survived. He is presumably back in China now. But a 
sequel like that is incidental. Just because there is a testament 
over your heart instead of an atomic bomb clutched in your fist 

1See Fellowship, January, 1945. 
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_ is no guarantee of physical immunity. Not often does soul force 
or nonviolent non-co-operation meet with immediate, brilliant 
success. Socrates for all his dynamic good will was handed the 
hemlock. Gandhi’s blessing was returned with revolver fire. On 
Level Three you don’t ask for “peace at any price.” You practice 
“love at all costs.” The love is first of all toward the source of 
love. That is the law of laws. But such love, as Thomas Aquinas 
wrote, requires you to will the Highest Good for your neighbor. 

And who is he? He is the man whose soul or body is in peril. 
_ Can any division you erect out of your suspicion, avarice or pride, 

_ justify walling him out from the best? 

But isn’t it sometimes necessary to kill or threaten to kill your 
neighbor to save him as well as yourself and those dependent on 
you from the worst? That’s what the Inquisitors sincerely felt. 
It’s what many earnest people today no less sincerely feel. Listen 
to these appeals now galvanizing the world: So there can be what 
we want later we must show our teeth now; force is the only 
language they can understand, and by force is meant the kind that 
indiscriminately destroys the bodies of helpless and innocent 
human beings. The question is always with us: Should we do 
evil now to prevent what we think would be worse evil later? 
On Level One the question is not asked. Neither the goal nor 
the way to it seems worth bothering much about. 

On Level Two the desired outcome is vividly imagined and 
speculated upon. Prominent in the picture is the absence of certain 
enemies. Meanwhile, adrenalin flushes the brain. The cause is 
paramount. That holy sepulcher has to be rescued with whatever 
weapons. Get there, no matter how. 

On Level Three the objective is not so easily visualized. It is 
to see God but not with the senses. It is to be at home with the 
whole of life. But the goal is a flying goal. To arrive is not the 
only concern; to travel in the right spirit is also essential. If love 
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and truth are the aim, each move has to express love and truth. 
The end cannot be separated from the means to it. In a sense they 
are one. No glance at a human being is irrelevant. Every thought 
that crosses the mind, every decision however seemingly small, 
is important. 

Love for God is not ignored. Love for men is simply brought 
into sharper focus, and each has to be double-checked against the 
other at every step. The question is not, Do we mean well? The 
question is, Do our means deny or affirm the end? We are tempted 
to believe that it is better that the more potent weapons be in our 
hands, not our neighbor’s, since our motives, we assume, are rela- 
tively good while his aren’t. But are we so righteous? Isn’t there 
an appalling menagerie back of our show window no less than 
his? Aren’t we sinners too? 

The means used do not determine the end—it is God who does 
that—but the means chosen do tell how much faith we have in 
the end. Each event as it comes is a sort of tiny Geiger Counter 
in front of us registering how alive or radioactive our trust may 
be. The process of history is a gigantic Geiger Counter through 
which it may be the whole human race is being judged; certainly — 
the dominant white section of it is undergoing a drastic test. None 
of us is exempt from the inexorable searching. Never does the 
quiz stop. On what do you rely? life is harshly asking. Where 
do you put your weight? On the cohesive power of God or on the 
explosive force of man? On what you think is right or on what 
you guess is expedient? At this moment we are attached to our 
capacity to destroy without limit. If we could see ourselves as 
we are we might laugh. Our predicament is ridiculously like the 
frantic animal’s of which the schoolboy spoke. The teacher asked 
him for an illustration of absurdity. His answer hits us: “An 
elephant hanging over a cliff with his tail tied to a daisy.” 

There is no defense any more. The daisy can’t possibly hold. 
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Suppose we let go. Suppose we disarm, not waiting for our 
opponent to do this hard and dangerous thing? Might there not 
be solid ground underneath, a little closer than we had thought? 

Let us grant that if we risked everything for peace instead of 
war, we might be invaded. Our women might be attacked, our 
children enslaved. And this even though against the totalitarianism 
attacking us we pitted all the coercion of spirit or nonkilling good 
will our people could rally. The people as a whole might be 
physically degraded, crushed, wiped out. But something redemp- 
tive might happen instead. The opponent after some preliminary 


_ sallies might gradually get a new idea. He might even act human 


immediately. All this is speculation. The fact remains that it is 
“dangerous to be good.” Venture everything for what you believe 
is the will of God and you may bump into the worst external 
physical consequences. You probably won’t, but you may. 

But how about dependence on the capacity to annihilate other 
human beings in quantities beyond all human reckoning? Is that 
course likely to bring either prosperity, safety or honor? It might 
temporarily “succeed.” What, then? Following our military vic- 
tory, hatred would accumulate. It would gather energy and 
momentum and volume that perhaps no dam erected by man could 
hold back. The wrath of God? Call it the vengeance of man! 
_ Physical security would be a matter of sitting on bayonets or as 
an oriental put it the other day, squatting on top of the smoke 
emitted by atomic bombs. We would probably suffer the mounting 
terror of guilty conscience. There would be inescapable paralysis 
of soul. 

The truth has to be accepted by our solar plexus as well as by 
our surface mind. The whole approach of what we euphemistically 
call “war” is wrong. Whether expedient or not, whether the objec- 
tive is holy or not, the method is wrong. It is wrong, to repeat, 
because it goes against the nature of God as shown to us in Jesus, 
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and against the nature of man whom Jesus showed to be poten- 
tially Christlike. That is why some of us have been driven by 
conscience to declare that we can no longer sanction, support or 
participate in the method of war. It is not a possible implement 
of good. All it can do, we feel, is to defy the ultimate character 
of reality. 

The response others will make to what we feel to be right is 
not in our hands. The response we shall make is. Our opponents 
have demonstrated their capacity to sin. It is not for us to say 
God cannot enter their wills. 

Let’s stop fooling ourselves. Does anyone really think that 
Jesus would release a radioactive cloud on a whole population? 
Or those deadly germs on children anywhere? Either we go out 
to obliterate God’s image in men with bombs and bacteria in 
which case we leave Jesus behind; or we take Jesus’ spirit of 
honesty and reconciliation into the international jungle in which 
case we leave the bombs and bacteria behind. 

We have to make up our minds. We can’t wait for others to 
cease making war. We have to cut off all voluntary support from 
the system. And each of us has to ask for guidance as to how to 
implement our decision not to participate in what is hopelessly 
evil. 

The Third Level alternative to the suicide of war may not prove 
so fanciful as war addicts assume. After disarming we could 
share “our daily bread” with those who need it most. We could 
also lose our sovereignty to find a more or less adequate pooled 
security. The security wouldn’t have to be at others’ expense, or 
backed up with the threat that any non-co-operating population 
would be fissionized. 

A. J. Muste in Not by Might and Kirby Page in recent books 
and pamphlets have penetratingly analyzed the possibilities of 
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such a bold alternative to mutual annihilation. Could we not, for 
example, train young people to serve abroad as volunteer doctors, 
nurses, athletic directors, teachers, explorers of life’s meaning or 
engineers “building bridges of friendship, creating a stockpile 
of international goodwill”? True, there is no blueprint for peace. 
But we do have an obvious direction. It isn’t obvious if you read 
only the Machiavellis who despise the unarmed prophets. It is 
clear enough if you nourish your spirit with the findings of those 
who live on the Third Level. 


Even from the point of view of what the world considers success, 


* Gandhi did a fairly good job. The freedom he helped win for more 


human beings than Russia and America combined can boast, was 
not from a totalitarian state, and India is now arming. Granted. 
But it did demonstrate this. If you raise the ceiling of creative 
_ expectation for ordinary men, ordinary men will stop crawling. 
They will stand up to evil on their two feet because they are meant 
to look at the sky and discover the kingdom of heaven. Gandhi’s 
achievements are a good reason for urging our country to turn its 
capacity to “control” atomic energy, into a vast effort to feed, 
clothe, house and heal instead of half destroy the world. 

The real reason, however, is Jesus. He said, Do it first... 
love your enemy . . . pray for him. . . give him a cup of cold 
water in my name. And he did it first himself. There are some 
things love can do and some things it cannot do. This Jesus’ life 
makes clear. With the blazing force of conscience pouring through 
his eyes he attacked the racial intolerance and money racket infest- 
ing the temple. Four days later he died a seemingly futile death. 
Jim Crow and the money-changing were not broken. Jesus’ body 
was. For three years he taught his country how it might deliver 
itself from the evil of hating Rome. Forty years afterwards the 
people had so delivered themselves into that evil that Rome struck 
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back. Encircling the ashes of Jerusalem men on five thousand 
crosses died. ? 

Did Jesus fail? 

Yes, if life is a picnic or a psychopathic ward. No, if life is our 
chance to be born anew. 

Suppose Jesus really was right, after all. 


_ H916a__ Hunter, Allan ——___—__ 
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